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The Steinmetz Family and Hitler 


Preface 

In this writing I want to tell you about the History of the Steinmetz Family. Above all how 
they had to live In this century, enduring many "Highs and Lows", fearful for their lives and of the 
future. The first visit of my cousin Irene and Viole Armknecht from Omaha, Nebraska USA on 
October 8,1963 in Etzel and our reciprocal visit, by my wife Sophie and me, in August and 
September of 1982 in the USA, gave me enough reason to record some of the information. 

I haven't the talent nor the education of a writer, never-the-less, I hope to succeed in 
telling the history about the lives of the Steinmetz Family under the government of Adolph Hitler. 
I hope to preserve the steinmetz family history for future generations In Etzel and America. 

Steinmetz Family History In 3 parts: 

1. The Lives of the Steinmetz family before 1933. 

2. The lives of the Steinmetz family since Jan. 1933, under Adolph Hitler until the end of 
World War II, May 1945. 

3. The Lives of the Steinmetz family after 1945- present 

This will take some time and I hope to remember the various events. 


Ferdinand Steinmetz; 
Etzel-Rieperler Weg II 
2947 Friedenburg 
Germany 
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My Family home: The barn was enlarged in 1911 
See air photo above. 



Tjarck Steinraetz Homestead 
Birthplace of John H. Steirunetz 





Part 1 


THE LIVES OF THE STEINMETZ FAMILY BEFORE 1933 


I will not have much to add to this part of the family history. The Professor Ferdinand 
Steinmetz of New York covered most of the information in his book: "The Chronological History 
of the Family Steinmetz", which he finished in 1960. 


I often wonder what the name "Steinmetz" portrayed in the time span 1700 till 1933. 


1. Johann Phillip Steinmetz - Bom in Kirchberg, Sud Sachsen, settled in Esen In the late 16 

century. 

2. His son Georg Heinrich Steinmetz, Pastor In Reepsholt, 1754 - 1763. 

Pastor In Etzel, 1763-1767. 

3. Ferdinand Rudolph Philipp Steinmetz, son of #2, 

Pastor In Etzel, 1781 -1819. 

4. Jacob Eberhard August Steinmetz, son of #2, led the Charleston, Prussian 

Consulate in America, 1802 -1816. 

5. Jacob Eberhard August Steinmetz, son of nr. 3, bom 30 Sept 1805 In Etzel, 

emmigrated to the USA In 1834 


i received a letter from our Pastor Ahlrichs about one and a half years ago, with a duplicate 

stating there are hundreds of decendants from this family living in the U.SJL today; 

Mr. George P. Steinmetz Sr. 

2134 Fox Avenue 

Madison, Wisconsin 53711 

Mr. George Steinmetz Is one of the descendants of nr. 5, wrote a letter to our Burgermlester 
(Mayor), of the Friedeburg district asking information from birth records In the village of Etzel on 
his decendants, the Steinmetz Family, In Germany so that he can establish records In the USA. 
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Also to be noted was the emigration of my grandfather's three siblings; 

1. Hilke Maria Meinen, nee Steinmetz 

2. Johann Hermann Steinmetz 

3. Ferdinand Steinmetz 

who have left many decendants behind in America. Not to be forgotten was the emigration of my 

Aunt Maria Motler, nee Steinmetz. 



Fishing on the Etzel lowland (swamps) 

Standing: Oberburgermeister von Lengen 
Sitting: Ferdinand Steinmetz of the Old Steinmetz farm in Etzel 


Date of this photo is unknown. According to evidence, Ferdinand Steinmetz was Mayor of 
Etzel around the time of World War I. My Grandfather, Heinrich Steinmetz, born 5 July 1845 in my 
house, Reipener Weg 11, and his cousin Ferdinand, died 21 Mar 1932 (80 yrs), were very good 
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friends. Ferdinand was one of the last owners of the Alt-Steinmetz Hof on which the Steinmetz 

Family was to bleed to death. 

Ferdinand was Mayor of Etzel during WWI, 1914-1918. He ruled with an iron hand, but was 
a good-hearted man. In his time, shortly after WWI and during his term as Mayor, he was surprised 
one night, in his bedroom by a burglar, who with pistol in hand, demanded money. As 
burgermeister he had the added duty of banker for the district of Etzel. He was also known for his 
sense of humor, and it was said, he described the thief and Burglar as nice and polite to him 
saying if he handed over the money he would leave immediately and not hurt him. He gave him 
what he asked for, and the burglar with the loot fled through the bedroom window and disappeared 
never to be seen again. His face must have been disguised. In those days most criminals were 
from the same area. 



Windmill on the Etzel - deep (swamp) in the vicinity of the Etzeler Church. I do not remember the 
Windmill. 
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Etzel Windmill - buit in 1760 on Muhlenberg 

It was destroyed in 1928 through a tornado. I was then three 

years old and can’t remember it. It stood near our house. 


Especially after the first WW (1914-1918), the first few years brought with It much poverty and 
misery. My grandfather Heinrich Steinmetz and his cousin Ferdinand Steinmetz helped each other 
much, without the knowlage of the other townspeople. Ferdinand, as Mayor, had a voice in school 
administration and also had keys to the class rooms. Because both cousins were farmers and the 
yields during and after the lost war 1914-1918, had to be met, they first took care of themselves 
and their families. The police and other local officials were empowered to make random checks to 
find surplus cattle, grain and potatoes and if found they were confiscated for the war effort and 
after the war to feed the German people and to ensure the bare necesseties for ^he soldiers on the 
East and West Fronts (Russia and France). My Grandfather and his cousin Ferdinand often 
carried, by night and in fog, sacks of grain (wheat for baking bread), potatoes, slaughtered beef 
and pork on their backs to the school and hid the same in the attic. No one found out the hiding 
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place. Not even the officials in charge of distribution. These two brave men carried on their 
agricultural operations through WWI. In the meantime WWI came to and end, but need and misery 

were the result of a lost war. 

My lather, who also had to serve in WWI, finally returned home in 1918 from prison camp 
and was again able to help his parents. Soon after his mother, (my Grandmother), fell ill and died 
6 March 1919, attaining the age of 68 years. Her maiden name was Gerjets, born 3 May 1851. 

My mother, who at that time was employed by our neighbor, frequently visited with her 
future mother-in-law. My mother was half orphaned, her mother died when she was 6 years old. 
Her father was left with 8 children, it must have been around 1903. He tried to keep his family 
together, but the oldest of the siblings, at the age of 14 years, died shortly after from longing for 
her mother. She was the only hope to keep my grandfathers household and the many children 
intact. My grandfather was forced to parcel out all the children, including my mother, with different 
families. / 

A photo of my parents 



Katharina Steinmetz nee Wilken, born 3 October 1897 
George Steinmetz, born 4 August 1878 
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My mother was sent to stay with relatives at first, not far from here, but she wasn't able to 
adapt very well to this household and soon felt unwanted. A family from Wiesele, who heard of the 
child's (my future mother) plight, took her in. During her lifetime she had a very tight friendship 
with the decendants of this family. Also Sophie and I uphold this relationship. A few days ago, 9 
April 1989, a great-grandaughter of this family, named Else Eden and her husband Eilke came for a 
visit. 

My grandmother, Anna Steinmetz, nee Gerjets, had great hopes for this lovely girl, my 
mother. My grandmother, who in 1918-1919 already was very ill and had to spend many days in 
bed, often expressed the wish of having this lovely girl for her daughter-in-law and in our house. 
Her strength slowly vanished and she was sure the end was close. Her son Georg (my future 
father) was then still unmarried. She thought the two would make a nice couple and she kept 
wishing they would soon get married. Here at home, a young person was needed to run the 
household, once she was gone. My grandmother never lived to see my future parents get married. 
She died 16 March 1919. Her only wish was fullfilled after her death. Her son Georg Steinmetz and 
Catharina Steinmetz, nee Wilken married 20 December 1920 in the church in Etzel. 

From this marriage came four children: 

1. Heinrich Steinmetz, born 2 February 1921 

2. Hinrich Steinmetz, born 16 August 1922 

3. Ferdinand Steinmetz, bom 23 December 1925 

4. Arnold Steinmetz, born 12 November 1932 

Upon the death of my grandmother in 1919 and the marriage of my parents in 1920, a new life now 
had to be built. My grandfather Heinrich Steinmetz, bom 5 July 1845, who also lived in this house, 
was still mentally in good shape and physically sound. My mother was aware of her new duties 
and was expierenced and my father took full responsibility of the farm, and delivered milk to a 
dairy in Friedeburg. Everyone was working, even the first born, my brother Heinrich, 
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1. Hinrich Steinmetz, bom 1922 

2. Ferdinand Steinmetz, born 1925 

3. Heinrich Steinmetz, born 1921 


Brother Arnold wasn't born when this was made. 



From left to right: 

1. Brother Arnold, born 1932 

2. Ferdinand Steinmetz, see above 

3. Heinrich Steinmetz, see above 
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signed up. Also brother Hinrich and I didn't wait too long. All in all, as bad as the times were after 
WWI, our family was close-knit. My father and mother realized it was 1925 and that the three sons 
managed the family well. Eventually the family expanded to six members. I, Ferdinand, the third 
son, was born 23 Dec 1925. The bad years after the second WW weren't forseen yet Inflation, 
unemployment and poverty, as well as a multiple party system enveloped Germany. My father, who 
had to deliver milk to the dairy in Friedeburg, during inflation and also the other farmers, got payed 
once a month for their milk. The farmers lost interest in their businesses, since the money lost if s 
value daily. He often told how he drove a big wagon (with side boards) to the dairy on payday, 
loaded the sacks full of money and then distributed same to the different farmers, according to the 
size of the farm. 

Dairy Drivers 


Seated 1st row - fourth from right 

Georg Steinmetz (Father of Ferdinand, August, Christian Steinmetz) 


9 




The money was no longer countable, as the sums he had to pay out were in the millions and 
bKiicns. Farmers who supplied big quantities of milk had their sacks full of money left at the door. 
Smaller dairy farmers were payed according to the size of the sack or by guessing. Anyway, one 
wasn't able to purchase anything anymore. 

My father rented out some acres of the Alt-Steinmetz Hof in 1930. i was 5 years old then 
and can recall it well. Old farmer Ferdinand Steinmetz was still living. I was very curious even 
then and wished to get to know the old man better. It finally happened one day. My parents 
worked some ground behind the house with a team of horses. I was called and asked to come 
inside. I cant remember who took me by the hand and led me to the kitchen where several people 
sat around a table. Another door opened and we entered. I saw an elderly gentleman (perhaps 80 
years old) sitting in a soft, leather chair. He looked at me with loving eyes and I had to go to him 
and sit on his lap. He explained to me that he too is named Ferdinand Steinmetz, like me. Perhaps 
he was thinking and wondering, as I sat on his lap, what will become of this farm? 

Both his daughters, Antonia - bom 27 May 1882 and Alwine - bom 19 Apr 1887, were not 
married. They were teachers in schools near Delmenhorst The other children were already 
deceased. I can picture him, even today, and know what he looked like. He was small in stature, 
not very big, and resembled my grandfather Heinrich Steinmetz. They were cousins. He also 
resembled my great uncle, Johann Hermann Steinmetz in America, my grandfather's brother. No 
one could foresee the future events that would befall the Steinmetz farm, not even old farmer 
Ferdinand Steinmetz. Had he known, he would have changed his will, written in the thirties. He 
supposedly stated in his will that the Steinmetz farm stay in the family as long as Steinmetz 
decendants live in Etzel. His daughters, Antonia and Alwine Steinmetz, both teachers during 
Hitler's regime, had other plans after their father passed away, 21 March 1932. They were next In 
line to inherit the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. In their lifetime, as teachers, during Hitler's time and after the 
collapse of the Hitler regime in 1945 as well as in the later year the two sisters managed to leave 
the Steinmetz Farm to Nazi decendants. More about this in Part II. 
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It was 1931 and the two older gentlemen, Ferdinand Steinmetz of the Hof and my 
grandfather here in the house were still enjoying life. It was around 1930 when my grandfather 
could be seen sitting on a chair in the kitchen or in the palor. He spent much of his life, expecially 
his younger years, reading the bible. The pastors from the church in Etzel often paid us a visit in 
our home mostly to talk with my grandfather about the bible. I, as a little chap, listened carefully to 
find out what was said. I always was curious to find out what was happening around me. Even if I 
didn't understand all the terminology it was a privelage to listen. My father often told of my 
grandfather's ability to talk. 




A photograph of me "Ferdinand Steinmetz" in the thirties 
My grandfather didn't always agree with the preachers on issues from the bible. In fact, they had 
hard differences of opinions - sometimes almost fights. But the pastor’s main interests were to 
learn from my grandfathers experiences. Even after the exchange of unkind words as they parted, 
the preachers only stayed away a few days. They always came back and different parts of the bible 
were discussed. My grandfather spent many years of his life reading and studying the bible. 
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Several preachers of the Etzel church have learned from his interpretation of the bible. Some days 

Vicars and student pastors also attended those meetings (bible studies). 

I recall very well one particular incident about my grandfather. He had a full beard and 
extremely long neck hair. Grandfather always kept his cane close by. One day he sat in front ofg 
the stove in the room. I was probably 5 or 6 years then and for some reason always wanted to 
make him angry. I had planned to get a hold of his long neck hair and pull. I crawled around the 
table hoping not to be seen. He must have known what 1 had in mind because, before I could grab 
his hair, he cracked me across my back with his cane, it hurt so bad, I never tried to anger 
grandfather again. 

Now the time came for me to start school. My first day was in April of 1932. Mr. Karl 
Bermpohl was my teacher for the first four grades. The first year I was seated in front of the 
second row. Herr Bermpohl was at that time a good Social Democrat. The parties were still 
fighting oyer control of Germany. Adolph Hitter was not in power yet One day .my teacher said to 
me to pay attention and learn in his classes, as I should become a preacher like many of my 
ancestors: 

1. Pastor Georg Heinrich Steinmetz, born 1729; Pastor in Etzel 1763-1767 

2. Pastor Ferdinand Rudolph PhiHipp Steinmetz, son of Georg H. Steinmetz, Pastor 
in Etzel 1781-1819 

My teacher said to me, "The pastor and you had names alike". The name Ferdinand was often 
used in our family. Somehow, I had he feeling that my teacher Bermpohl and the older Steinmetz 
gentleman had already determined my future! 

In the meantime the Alt-Steinmetz Hof was leased out The elder Herr Steinmetz had his 
own room and continued living on the Hof. The renter, Gerhard Von Lengen, provided room and 
board for the old gentleman. Karl Bermpohl, my teacher, also had good connection with the 
farmer, because the renter was his brother-in-law. The father of Gehard Von Lengen was school 
principal and also played the organ in the Etzel church. The teacher Von Lengen died young and 
Karl Bermpohl assumed the position of Principal. A new teacher from Hamburg was hired for the 
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lower four grades. His name was Schulz and one could tell from the start he was a member of the 
National Socialist Party; Adolph Hitler's Party! He took up residence in the farm house, which in 
future years would contribute to the misery of the Steinmetz Family, by the host couple Emil and 
Luise Wilken of Etzel. They were owners of a "Gasthous” (Inn) in Etzel. Until now not much was 
happening on the political front. No one could forsee what would befall the Steinmetz Family in the 
next years. 

The farmer Ferdinand Rudolph Philipp Steinmetz died at the age of 80 on 21 March 1932. 
After his death his two daughters Antonia Gerburdine Margarete, bom 27 May 1882 and Alwine 
Margarethe Charlotte, born 4 Feb 1888, were left heirs of the Steinmetz Hof. Both were unmarried 
and taught school in Delmenhorst. 

My youngest brother Arnold was bom 12 Nov 1932. Now my parents had four healthy and 
strong boys but couldn’t possibly imagine what was to come in the years ahead. I never thought it 
would be so difficult to put this history down on paper. I close here with this first chapter and 
hope to be successful in the second part and be true in my recollection. 
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Part 2 


THE LIVES OF THE STEINMETZ FAMILY SINCE THE CHANGE OF POWER, 30 JAN 1933; 
THROUGH ADOLPH HITLER AND TILL THE END OF WWII, MAY 1945 


Everyone in Germany expected better times again. The struggle for power by the multiple 
party system was over. Now only one man was in charge and that was Adolph Hitler and his 
National Socialistic Workers Party, a.k.a. N.S.D.A.P.. 

Because of the poverty, which was the result of losing WWI, it was easy for Hitler to win 
over the worker's movement. The capitalists of the large industries saw a chance to make money 
and joined in. The outlook for 1933 was good and the German people hoped that soon everybody 
would have a job and food to eat At this time no "normal- thinking" citizen could forsee what 
Hitler had planned for the country; namely to do away with persons who stood in his way. 

So far things were fairly calm on the farm. In the meantime my father gave up the milk 
delivery business to the dairy in Friedeburg. Because there was little money to be made in the 
milk delivery he decided to concentrate on farming. 

Heinrich Steinmetz my grandfather, died 2 Oct 1933. His memory was deeply rooted in my 
life. Even today I can recall the day of his funeral. What a powerful and authoritative man! He did 
not live long enough to experience all the hard times the Steinmetz Family would have to endure.l; 
Perhaps it was best that he didn't know. 

Everything looked to be calm in 1934; that's what we thoughtl People still enjoyed living 
and went about their buisiness as usual. But appearences were deceiving. Something unpleasant 
was being cirtculated about the Steinmetz Family. We heard It from everywhere, but did not know 
what the rumor was about The people knew more about it then we. We hoped there was no truth 
to what was talked about everywhere. Neither my parents nor the remaining Steinmetz Family 
wanted to believe what they were hearing. However, my parents were told by an Etzel citizen, who 
did not belong to Hitler's party and never intended to join in the future, who the people were. They 
planned to disgrace the Old Steinmetz Family name and the rightful heirs, the four brothers; 
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Heinrich, Hinrich, Arnold and me for our lifetime. These persons now were known to us and when 
confronted, didn’t deny their intentions. All the news was daily conversation in Etzel and the 
surrounding towns. They were the innkeeper couple Emil and Luise Wilken. They were helped byi 
the two Steinmetz teachers, the sisters Antonia and Alwine, who were in close contact with the 
Nazi Wilken Family. 



The Steinmetz Family grave site at the cemetery in Etzel. 

The monument was donated by Johann Steinmetz from America. 

Up till now all that we heard was still only a rumor but it has caused much unrest in our family. We 

couldn’t imagine what soon would happen to us. The wait was soon to end. 

Either late 1934 or the beginning of 1935 my parents received the first letter from the Nazi 

Authorities of the Public Health department and one from the District Court of Wittmund County. 

They were summoned to appear, but nowhere in the summons was it mentioned what all this was 

about. The Alt-Steinmetz Hof was not mentioned. It proved that the Nazi Wilken Family and the 

higher authorities of the Nazi Regime worked in secret to accomplish something important. They 
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tried to make the Steinmetz children "inheritance unsuitable". All this because of a will drawn up 
in 1930, by the father of Antonia and Alwine Steinmetz, stating the Alt-Steinmetz Hof was to stay in 
the Steinmetz Family as long as decendants lived in Etzel. 

All this was enough reason to disqualify the children from being heirs of the Old Farm. 
That's what the Wtlken family and the Steinmetz teacher sisters tried to do. They started to 
investigate the whole Steinmetz Family on my father's and mother's side. My parents siblings and 
their children received summonses to appear at the Health Department in Wittmund. They were to 
undergo a health examination. We had many family gatherings on our farm in 1935. Relatives of 
my father and mother came bringing along notifications from the Nazi Authorities to appear.They 
asked my father what they could do? But how could my father help them? My parents, at that 
time, could only do what the Nazis allowed them to do, so they had to follow orders of the Nazi 
Authorities. They tried everything possible to prove the Steinmetz Family unfit to take over 
(inherit) the Steinmetz Hof. Weeks and montnhs have pased and new laws and demands were 
made of the family. They heavily patroled in Etzel and the surrounding villages. 

Everyone here knew the Steinmetz situation. The Nazi's did most of their business (work) 
in secrecy. No one was to find out what they were doing. The Wilken family let the Nazis do the 
dirty work for them against the Steinmetz family. Therefore they stayed anonymous in the 
background. Antonia and Alwine, the Steinmetz sisters, continued their close friendship with the 
Wilkens. They even spent summer vacations with them in their Inn and Restaurant. I don't believe 
the two sisters realized then how deeply they were involved. Mrs. Wilken, also known as Tante 
(Aunt) Lissi was a person of great influence with the Nazis, especially the officials and get to know 
them well. Many of the gentleman stayed at her Inn and it was here where the foundation was laid 
to discredit the Steinmetz Family. They weren't able to amass enough proof as yet to wipe out the 
family, so my parents and their children had to endure more scrutinization. Aunt Lissi agreed to all 
methods as long as it meant the end of the Steinmetz Family. Her concern was to take over the 
Hof. She probably would have agreed to use barbarous ways like the ones used a few years later 

on the Jews. This would have been a simple solution, however, the N.S. Authorities didn't act as 
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she wished, to bring everything quickly to and end. After all what were my parents and relatives 
guilty of? They had shown little interest in politics, loved their work and enjoyed lifel 

At times it seemed as if all this brought little result for the Nazi-Wilken family. Then, again, 
new rumors surfaced to cause us concern. Letters from different authorities, again, kept my family 
and relatives stirred up and frightened. At onu point my father, in despair, announced he didn't 

f 

want the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. All he wants is to be left alone so he and his family can live in peace. 
He wanted to be a good father to his children. As children we always bragged about being strong, 
healthy and fit. None of us were mentally slow or had other health problems, which would prevent 
us from taking over the farm. But the "WiH", which I mentioned before, must have and still does 
carry much weight The Steinmetz Hof was to stay in Steinmetz ownership as long as living 
decendants lived in Etzel. My oldest brother Heinrich, who was considered the first heir was 
looked over very carefully. He was tested hard by the authorities of the Health Department of 
Wittmund County and.also by teachers in school. The teachers Bermpohl and Schulz, who in the 
meantime, became good Nazis, provided needed support for Aunt Lissi's goal to prove to the 
authorities that the children were unfit to inherit the farm. 

Aunt Lissi Wilken now realized she needed to become more merciless. She needed to turn 
to the two teachers in Etzel and inform more on the Steinmetz children to give the Nazi Authorities 
more proof. She was, after all, a female who knew how to influence teachers, doctors and higher 
officials of the Nazi Regime. She was charming and an eloquent talker and was able to convince 
them of her ways. This gave her great security and satisfaction to implement her intentions at the 
proper time. 

The statement in the will, as long as Steinmetz decendants live in Etzel, was probably most 
important in the whole Alt-Steinmetz Hof matter. This bothered Aunt Nazi Lissi very much. She 
intended to fight it with every means in her power. The Hitler Regime and her good connections 
were to make this possible. 
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School attendance became more difficult My brother Heinrich was no more the only one 
under constant scrutiny. The rest of the siblings soon joined in being watched and criticized. My 
brother Heinrich, who at that time was a second grader, had to announce in front of his 
schoolmates in class; "I am an idiot"! His teacher Karl Bermpohl ordered him to say that We were 
to be reared a stupid people. The report cards also showed the incompetence. The grades of my 

f 

two brothers were valued so low, they were almost too shameful to be recorded. Our teachers 
Bermpohl and Schulz were in charge of everything. My parents weren't allowed to counteract. 

Other family members complained that their children also were harassed In school. 
Foremost, the children of Heinrich and Alwine Eckhoff, nee Steinmetz. 

I recall the time when my brother Heinrich got a new slate (blackboard), because his old 
one broke. When his teacher found a small flaw In the new slate he sent him home. The crack was 
almost Invisible and overlooked by my parents and brother. Teacher Schulz used this to show the 
Steinmetz family how much power he possessed. My brother Heinrich, upon arrival at home, 
showed the slate to his parents and said his teacher wasn't satisfied. The small crack was 
unacceptable. His father was to purchase a new slate for him. When my brother returned to 
school with the same slate the teacher saw nothing had changed. This time the teacher was very 
angry and again, sent my brother home. This all took place one morning during school. We 
happened to have recess and I witnessed what was going on. I probably was in my second school 
year, but I do recall that event clearly. My father, the slate in one hand and son Heinrich on the 
other hand came running through the school yard which was not far from our house. The teacher 
Schulz walked toward them and they engaged in a violent quarrel. My father, his fist raised, 
chased Herr Schulz several times around the school yard. My father showed tremendous control 
not to beat up the teacher in front of the school children who were watching. My fathers patience 
finally snapped when he saw what ridicule his children had to endure in class. 
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It's puzzling to me why the angry encounter with the teacher hasn't caused more 
problems? When I think about it today I almost have the feeling that not all Nazis were such avid 
followers. They probably wondered why all this hatred? After all, the Steinmetz family wasn't 
opposition for them, they weren't interested in politics and only wished to live in peace. But deep 
down everyone in this village and the surrounding towns knew very well what It was all about. A 
female of Etzel, Lissi Wilken, was the driving force behind the plan to take the Alt-Steinmetz Hof 
away from the Steinmetz family. She was determined to accomplish her goal even if it meant to 
acquire it through shameful acts. 

Then there was the teacher Schulz who also was an avid Hitler follower and lived with her 
as a tenant. He was the perfect person, who came at the right time to work toward her (Lissi's) 
goal. The Steinmetz children had to degrade themselves in school and allow their classmates to 
treat them as idiots. Teacher Schulz is supposed to be living in Hamburg today, but has not been 
seen in Etzel since the end of the war. 

To get back to the event of the slate. Because his report cards showed low grades, my 
brothers promotions were always questionable. This was used to prove to high authorities that 
the Steinmetz children were dumb. 

Now I would like to mention my recollection of the school year 1936. I was in the fourth 
grade. It was one of the worst years in school for me. My two older brothers, Heinrich and Hinich, 
were promoted by the superintendent Karl Bermpohl. As I already mentioned, he to knew how to 
treat my brothers. His brothar-in-iaw Gerhard Von Lengen was the renter of the AKr&teinmetz Hof. 
I guess Bermpohl thought he also could get a part of the farm. Therefore, his method was to give 
my brothers the lowest grades a teacher could possibly give. He tried again and again to portray 
the children to the class as dumb; not able to read, write or do math problems. They would be 
incapable to learn a trade or learn how to run a farm. I often wonder how my parents endured the 
pain, watching how their children had to attend school under such shameful conditions. 
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I, Ferdinand, was the only child of the Steinmetz family left who had to attend school taught 
by Mr. Schulz. He taught the first four grades. My seat was on the last bench which I shared with 
four other kids. It was easy for him to keep his eye on me and my work. He constantly looked over 
my shoulder. I did not know at that time, what his reason was for doing that. But it so happened, I 
was a child who was a fast learner and had no problem doing homework. The teacher decided to 
make the work harder. Nazi Lissi Wilken agreed, as everything was moving too slow to suit her. 
The authorities seemed to be in no hurry, which upset Lissi. I was always a child who defended 
himself against injustice. Teacher Schulz kept watching me very close especiatiy when we were 
doing math problems. He was aware of my intention to, someday, become a farmer. He knew It 
would be to my advantage to be good with numbers. I think back to my first school year in 1932, 
when my teacher Bermpohl told me I should become a minister like some of my ancestors of Etzel. 
That thought could now be forgotten. Pastors always had a difficult time preaching the word of 
God from the pulpit to the souls of the village. Adolf Hitler would have liked to shut out the church 
completely, but that would have been too radical. The churches were hardly attended during the 
Nazi Regime. But the faithful people who liked going to church and hear the word of God, who 
enjoyed singing praises to the Lord, took their chances and visited the places of worship. The 
believers fn God often had fingers pointed at them and were laughed at. My teacher was a person 
who had .no use for churches and for those who preached the word of God. 

When we were solving math problems my teacher looked over my shoulder to see if my 
answers wsro correct. I was sure my answers wore right, as we checked our work with each 
other. My teacher didn’t care, because my work was supposed to be wrong. He said to me, 
Ferdinand, your answers are wrong." To which I responded, "Herr Schulz, that isn’t true, they are 
correct several of my classmates got the same answers." He kept repeating the same thing, Your 
answer is wrong." I said for the last time, "they are right." Mr. Schulz got very angry and I knew 
very well what the consequence would be. He grabbed me by the neck and pulled me to his desk. 
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Then he said, "Ferdinand, for the last time, your answers are wrong!" Again, my answer, "they are 
correct." At that time the teachers were allowed to punish those children who were trouble makers 
and did everything wrong. 



School picture: Ferdinand Steinmetz, age 12 


The usual punishment was lashings with a stick. I never did count the number of blows, 
but after several, he asked one more time and I replied, "They are right." It went like that, back and 
forth, until I finally gave in and admitted to wrong answers. I wasn't able to endure any more blows 
Because of this punishment I had accomplished one thing. Since report cards were issued twice 
during the school year (Easter and in the fall) my grades remained presentable. To my surprise the 
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teacher took time to write a nice saying or a comment next to the grade in each subject. On some 
other students report card he noted - promotion questionable. Others who showed very bad work 
had to endure the usual punishment. 

i imagine Schulz knew how much he wronged me. Because of my determination to 
succeed in school, regardless of the hardships, I managed to get promoted every year.The teacher 
had an easier job with my two brothers, Heinrich and Hinrich. The comment on their report cards 
read, "Promotion to the next grade questionable." They did not deserve anything better. 

My cousin, Marie Gunther, whose mother was Aiwine Ekhoff, nee Steinmetz, also told of the 
hard times she had in school. Mr, Bermpohl was also her teacher. 

In the meantime, my brothers, Heinrich and Hinrich finished grade school and were 
employed as helpmates on farms. Brother Heinrich wanted to learn to be a shoemaker, but the 
Nazi authorities didn't allow it. They made sure he failed the entrance examination. They tabled 
the Steinmetz children as unfit for many jobs, claiming they were dumb.. Farm work was the only 
work left for them to do. 

The Nazi authorities didn't let up with the constant harassment. More letters were arriving 
from the District Court to our house. These legal matters kept my parents on edge and frightened, 
wondering what the outcome would be. The Nazis had decided to speed up the investigation in the 
hopes of wearing down the Steinmetz family. They inquired at Heinrich's work place if he did his 
job well, and also asked about his conduct. The farmer, his teacher, Gerhard Roben of Etzel spoke 
well of him to the authorities and praised his work. 

Everyone in the village knew what all this was about, including the farmer Roben. It was 
not difficult at that time to push a family into disaster, however, there were still people left who 
stood up for us. One person was, farmer Gerhard Roben. He defended his fellow neighbors and 
tried to get to the truth why all this was happening. The accusation,, by the Nazis, of the Steinmetz 
children being unfit was hardly enough cause to destroy the whole family. It produced little results 
and satisfaction for the Nazi people. The good report from Mr. Roben was a good omen for my 
brother Heinrich. The guidance office and the followers of the Adolf Hitler regime didn't like the 
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findings, so the district Court of Aurich transferred this case to the higher court in Celle. Celle is 
located near Hannover, in Niedersachsen territory. 

My parents received a letter from the High Court of Celle, dated 30 Apr 1937, to appear in 
court with their son Heinrich. This notice upset my parents very much, as they didn't know what 
exactly awaited them on their arrival. The family gathered in the home of Heinrich Ekhoff and his 
wife Alwine, who was my father's sister. They discussed the letter and what they could do, but 
after a lengthy talk the family chose to show up in court as ordered. The trip had to be made by 
train. I can't recall if they returned the same day. It must have been one of the most anxious hours 
in their lives. They were frightened for the lives of their children and their future. As I can 
remember my parents returned to Etzel somewhat pleased. 

The case which was brought against my parents, I should say against my brother, was 
dismissed by the High Court of Celle for insufficient cause and evidence. My parents hoped 
everything was over and they could finally live in peace. The court decided not to take more 
drastic measures against the Steinmetz family because they were neither Jews nor unfit, someday, 
to inherit the farm and work the land. 

The unrest quieted down some, except for the teacher situation. I attended upper classes 
now and had Mr. Bermpohl for a teacher. Every once in a while he tried to degrade me infront of 
my classmates but I learned to ignore him. I was elated to see my parents happier as they went 
about their daily lives. Their four sons future looked brighter now. The Lord God must be on their 
side watching over the children and the whole Steinmetz family. 

The appearance of normal lives was deceiving. My parent's accusers protested the higher 
courts verdict and everything started up again in mid 1938. My parents and brother traveled to the 
court in Celle again. For the second time Lissi Wilken and her Nazi friends weren't successful in 
destroying the Steinmetz family. I am of the opinion that the High Court of Celle, mainly the judges 
who had to the power to decide our fate, thought the accusers were playing with a stacked deck. 
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That without real cause and insufficient proof a family was to be destroyed. Even the judges of the 
Hitler Regime wanted no responsibility for this action. The verdict made it clear, that the Steinmetz 
children were capable of becoming good parents in their life time though the teacher tried to 
declare them unfit. Once again my Parents could return home in good spirits knowing Aunt Lissi 
and her friends were not able to influence the courts to their advantage, however, my parents 
continued to worry and wonder what still might await them. 

Should the courts verdict have come out different my father's intentions were to make a 
trip to Berlin, to the Reichskanzler and try to see Adolf Hitler. He was ready to sell his house and 
somehow get enough money to make the journey. He was ready to ask Hitler personally why his 
children had to suffer such humiliation in school and at the trials? Relatives and friends advised 
him against it, so it never happened. After all, who could win against Adolf Hitler? My parents 
believed they could at least find out who the people were that wanted to destroy them. We knew 
Aunt LissPand her Nazi friends worked in secret with the authorities. One had to be very careful 
then, not to mention any names. The next shock in this series happened to my uncle*s family - 
Uncle Heinrich Ekhoff and my Aunt Alwine Steinmetz Ekhoff. My Uncle, who never belonged to the 
National Party, was to be the next victim. He was street commissioner in Etzel for several years, 
in order to keep his job he was asked to take an exam at our county seat in Wittmund, which he 
passed satisfactorily. 

A close neighbor and first class Hitler follower, asked him how the test was? My uncle told 
him, from his viewpoint it was a test for idiots. He said the wrong thing and was reported to the 
Mayor of Etzel, who summoned the municipal council to discuss what action should be taken 
against my uncle. His neighbor suggested they put him in a camp, for people in need of political 
retraining. Few people knew they were Concentration Camps. When my uncle returned from WWI 
he was badly wounded and joined the Communist Party. He lived and followed their teachings 
faithfully. The Nazis knew all this. 
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The Mayor and the municipal council called my uncle into their meeting room. This must 
have happened in the beginning of 1939. He was asked to explain what he meant by "idiot test" 
Because our families, The Mayor's and cur's, were close friends we were already labeled as black 
sheep by the Nazis. They debated whether or not to send my uncle to camp. Our Mayor was 
basically a kind man who did not turn on Etzel people and make their lives unbearable. His and 
the council's humane decision kept my Uncle Heinrich out of the Concentration Camp. He was 
well known in Etzel and had a good reputation. As Street Commisioner he was in charge of and 
eight mile stretch of road between Friedeburg, through Etzel, to Horsten. His job was to keep it in 
good repair. He was a very industrious and honest person, which probably contributed to the kind 
of judgement the Mayor made against him. His closest neighbor was especially disappointed 
about the judgement He hoped my uncle would be sent to political camp and that he would be 
forced to change his political views on the National Adolf Hitler Party. I am convinced our avid 
Nazi Heroine of Etzel, and adversary of the Steinmetz family, played a part in this plot But, as 
usual, she kept in the background so as to keep her intentions a secret. My uncle now realized 
that he and his family members had to be very careful not to utter any anti-Adolf Hitler political 
remarks. 

Their son Heinrich Mathias served six months in the work force and by now had also 
completed two years of military service. He hoped to return home after he finished the required 
time in the German Armed Forces. In September 1939, World War II started and all soldiers had to 
remain and fight Hitler's war. Dark clouds suddenly appeared in the sky for the Steinmetz family 
also. My parents believed they had weathered the storm once more. Lissi Wilken had other 
visions. She saw a powerful man conquering one small country after the other and eventually 
wanted to rule the world. Lissi saw another chance to eliminate us during the course of the war. 
The saying often heard at that time was, “he died for the Fuehrer, for the people and for country." 
However, it hadn't come to that yet No one knew how long the war would last? We weren't old 
enough to be called into the military. So far they had enough trained soldiers to send to the 
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different front lines. Older reservists were also called and sent to fight after a short refresher 

jyv< iwJvJ. 

My father, who now was 61 years old, was ordered by the Nazis to resume his old job of 20 
years. Beside working the land (farm) he was to collect Etzel's milk and deliver it daily to 
Friedeburg. He handled 180 milk cans, ® 20 liters, every morning. It was a hard job for a man in 

his advanced years to be doing. Perhaps Lissi's thoughts were to somehow weaken the Steinmetz 
men and bring them to their knees. I guess she expected my father to get sick and die, however, 
he looked the picture of health and felt fit. 

My brothers, Heinrich and Hinrich, worked on different farms. It was now 1940 and they 
encountered more problems. The Hitler authorities watched their every move. Our local farm 
representative, who was also our closest neighbor wanted to bar my brothers from attending the 
agricultural school. The Steinmetz children needed no further schooling. According to the Nazi 
Party, they were only good enough to do the labor. After this incident my father had a major 
argument with the Agriculture Authorities and was prepared to confront the Adolf Hitler political 
party, if need be. The sons were allowed to stay in Agricultural School, so everything turned out 
well. 

I, Ferdinand, finished school in March 1940 at 14 years of age. I secured an apprenticeship 
at a silver and locksmith company in Wilhelmshaven with the firm of Arthur Raschke, Kaakstr. 22. 
To this day I can't understand why I received such special treatment at the employment office in 
Withalmshavonl They thought I picked a proffeesion that would be too difficult for me. I don't 
know, perhaps they tried once more to prove that the Steinmetz men are weaklings and unfit to 
exist They suggested, in the presence of my father, that I take a position at a bank in 
Wilhelmshaven, where I could start as an apprentice immediately. At that time, people who looked 
frail and unfit to the Nazi authorities often were placed in desk jobs. My father and I went back to 
Arthur Raschke and told him what we heard at the Employment Department He spoke with them 
about me and I was allowed to stay and start my apprenticeship as a locksmith on 1 April 1940. 
After three years of training I was ready to take my journeyman exam in March 1943. 
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My oldest brother Heinrich, born in 1921, was now 20 years old. He was called into the 
military service in 1941. After a brief period of Anti-Aircraft Basic Training in Weimar, he was sent 
to Africa. We had the feeling that Lissi Wilken and her Nazi friends were planning to send the three 
Steinmetz boys into combat, hoping they would not return. So far, all her plots to destroy the 
Steinmetz family were failures. Now, WWII was a perfect time to try again. After 1 1/2 years in 
Africa, my brother was granted a furlough home. Before he was able to start his leave, my brother 
was called to the office of his Commander, who asked him to explain what exactly was happening 
with the Steinmetz family in Etzel? He received a letter, apparently asking him to send my brother 
Heinrich to the front lines into combat. My brother told him about our family and the games they 
played with us. All this because of our Alt-Steinmetz Hof. It was clear Lissi Wilken was at work 
again and tried her utmost to sent we three brothers, one after the other, into combat, hopefully to 
be killed. It would only say, “They died for the Fuhrer, the people and for the Fatherland." The 
Commander then said further, “Herr Streinmetz, let us not kid ourselves, that this war can be 
won!" "If I should survive the fighting and return home in one piece I'll take on the Steinmetz 
Family case." I am a lawyer by occupation and I am not affiliated with the Nationalistic Party. He 
was elated that it was he, who received the letter and will be able to help the Steinmetz Family of 
Etzel in the near future. It will be a pleasure for him to saw off Lissi Wilken's horns. He wished my 
brother a good furlough. My brother Heinrich took part in the heavy fighting at Tobruk and 
Alexandria. They retreated through Sicily to Italy where the war ended in 1945. My brother 
survived the war and returned to Etzel as a freed prisoner of war In July 1945. We never heard 
from his' Commander. He might have died in the heavy fighting or he was tried and executed for 
his different political views. Shortly before the end of the war many higher ranking officers were 
tried and killed because they didn't go along with the Nazi teachings. The Wilken family missed 
their goal again. One Steinmetz son has returned from the war in good shape. 

A frightning tremble must have come over the Lissi Wilken family and the Nazi followers. 
The war was over and there was no one left to protect them from the many people they had 
wronged. 
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My brother Hinrich, born 16 Aug 1922, was drafted in 1942. He was not so lucky. He took 
part in all major battles at the Russian Front. He was badly wounded five times and contracted 
malaria three times. While retreating from Russia he had to be hospitalized near Jassi, Rumania to 
be treated for malaria for the fourth time. He never left that hospital. The Russian Armies 
continued to advance toward Germany. The hospitals, together with the remaining German troops 
were caught in the middle of all the fighting. Toward the end of the war Hitler ordered all living 
souls, wounded or not, to defend their fatherland. The Russian tanks simply rolled over 
everything that stood in their way. Only few survivors were lucky enough to make it back to 
Germany. 



My brother Hinrich, born 16 August 1922 
Missing August 1944 
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Grave marker - Soldiers Memorial in Etzel 


We received a letter from the German Red Cross approximately 20 years ago, informing us that my 
brother Hinrich must have died near Jassi, Rumania? This information was listed as "Missing" in 
August 1944. I received his last letter 4 August 1943 sent from Amsterdam, Netherlands. He said 
that he was III again with malaria and thanked me for the stationary I sent him. I haven’t heard 
anything since then. I wonder where he is buried; does he have his own grave? 

I, Ferdinand, was called into the German Marines 15 August 1943, at the age of 17. I had 
already served one year in the Home Marine Artillery and was assigned to a search light here in 
Etzel. We had to pul! guard duty every second or third night from 9 pm - 5 am. At 5:40 every 
morning I left by bus to my workplace in Wilhelmshaven where I worked at my trade. I successfully 
completed my silversmith apprentice-ship in April 1943, therefore, I also had to work at the 
eilvoremith occupation. It was hard on mo ae I had littlo time loft to sloop. Whon wo finally had a 
free day the Hitler Party was breathing down our necks drilling propaganda slogans into our 
heads. One more famous saying was: "Keep the wheels turning for the victory." When I was 
drafted on 15 Aug 1943. I was assigned to the 8th Ships Headquarters Unit in Leer, where I had my 
3 months basic training. Three hundred of us 17 year old draftees were supposed to get their 
basic training here. We also had to take a U-Boat fitness test, but by then most of the U-Boats 
already rested on the bottom of the sea. I was picked for a U-Boat right away because of my small 
stature. We had some very good officers who probably knew already that the war was lost. The 
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duty was bearable and not much was going on. Except for the air raids one could almost get a 
good nights sleep. Our squad consisted of 9 men and one drill instructor named Notke. He was a 
48 years old. On several occasions he said to us. "Boys, come here and stand towards the back of 
the building, so we cant be seen, I don't like to drill you too long, for me you are still children." We 
addressed him as "father if nobody was around. We begged him to take us through the follow on 
schooling. After three months in Leer, our group was transferred to a ships machine school in 
Brake. Here, "Father Notke", with tears in his eyes, said goodbye to us. From there we were sent 
north to a transit camp. Then from there to Belgum and in January 1944 to another transit camp. 
After several weeks we went to Holland, Amsterdam, Kattenburg, where I received dual training in 
ships machines and board electronics for U-Boats and Landing Crafts. We heard that in October 
of this year (1944) a landing on England was being planned. After the war, Prime Minister Winston 
Churchill said, that If this had been so, it was a good thing that it never happened because 
Germany would have suffered many losses in human lives. The German Armies were collapsing 
on all fronts. 

After completion of my training in Amsterdam an Unter-officer and I were assigned to a 
small motor ship and were ordered to supply bigger ships with materials. On this boat t operated 
the machine "Gluhkopfmotor". After three months on tbis assignment i was transferred to a 
Marine Transport Unit, stationed in Rotterdam and was assigned to a tug boat Six of us, sailors, 
manned this boat One Boatswan Mate, One Machine Mate, two Deck Hands and two Machinict 
Mates, of which i was one. We covered the area from Rotterdam, Amsterdam, Denhelder, Zuder- 
Sea to Lemmer. This run was often dangerous as we were a clear target for the enemy airplanes. 
Thank God, our ship's runs were made without close encounters. Since all the fronts were 
collapsing in 1945, we had to give up our boat In March of that year. I was Immediately assigned to 
a small 200 ton freighter. The two of us sailed this ship from Amsterdam to Amersfort and were 
ordered to load the food warehouse on our ship. Since the Americans were only five km. from this 
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place, it was time for us to get out as soon as possible. We sailed a few km. out with our loaded 
ship, hoping to get some distance between us and the enemy. We expected the American Armies 
to march in at anytime. We waited for darkness to set. 



I just arrived home on After 14 days at home, i 

furlough, April 1944 returned, to my unit in 

amsterdam 

More luck for us - it started to rain, which made it much harder for the planes to spot our 
whereabouts. When we arrived in Amsterdam the next day, we found it in ruins., We were told that 
a few hours after we left for Amersfort, the night before, the American Air Force bombed 
Amsterdam and leveled most of it. The next day we sailed our ship to Harlem and docked. I had 
just made my last trip! The next day, twenty sailors and officers, met in Harlem harbor. They, too, 
had made their last voyage. We were all transported on a tug to our shore unit in Amsterdam. My 
old outfit in Rotterdam, near Hok - Holland no longer existed. They supplied us here with 
cigarettes, tobacco and toiletries. It now was the beginning of May 1945 and the war in Holland 
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was over for us. We were transported on a barge through Alkmar to a POW Camp in Den Helder, I 
had tremendous luck, from here on. We, 3000 Marines, were placed onto 29 Mine Sweepers and 
transported to Wilhelmshaven. We were sent to a large POW Camp in Breddar, This must have 
happened in May. From here we marched to Burhufe and were divided up in that area, I returned 
to Etzel and to my home 29 June 1945. 

My youngest brother, Arnold, born 12 Nov 1932, was spared ail the hardships of the war. 

In several parts of Germany, towards the end of the war, children 12,13, and 14 years old were 
sent into battle. They were the age of my brother Arnold. 

Till now I wrote how the war years had affected us, the boys of the Steinmetz Family. Now I 

want to report how my parents lived through those times and continue my recollections since the 
spring of 1943. 

The district Farm Representative and all othe Nazi Authorities finally realized that changes 
had to be /nade. They no longer could treat the Steinmetz family with disrespect, especially my 
father whom they worked much too hard. The dairy owners in Friedeburg, to whom my father 

delivered the milk., also spoke on his behalf. My father handled 180 milk cans daily. The 
authorities weren’t exactly looked upon favorably for allowing a man in his advanced years to do 
this hardwork alone. His work on the farm had to be done also. His day started at 5:30AM and 
ended when it got dark. 

Some party Bigwigs were able to see that this war could not be won. The battle of 
Stalingrad already had begun to crumble. On the African Front things werent 100% either. They 
believed it was time to treat my father more humanely, in case the war was lost and the, "wheels no 
longer rolled for the victory." After all, in case of surrender my father could put in a good word to 
save their hides! For all the Nazi followers, for all the people who could not lift their arms high 
enough and yell, “Heil Hitler", the end of WWII was confusing and very scary. 

Now, suddenly, my father deserved a helper. In the spring of 1943 the dairy in Friedeburg 
gave him a 19 year old Ukrainian (German/Ukrainian). He lived in our house and knew at once he 
would be treated well. He spoke some German and told us his father was shot by the Stalin 
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followers. His name was Iwan Krewtschin. He lost much weight in the many camps he lived in 
since his capture. His body was covered with sores because he wasn't able to bathe property. All 
this soon changed. My mother took him under her wing and fattened him up some. After a while 
one would hardly recognize our Iwan. He turned into a strong young man. My mother's cooking 
did wonders for him. He was a lucky man to have found a home and a family at last No job was 
too much for him and needless to add, he was a great help to my parents. During the war years it 
was forbidden to let POWs eat at the table with the people they worked for. The Nazi authorities 
often checked the different farms and places of work. My parents learned to eat their meals behind 
locked doors and Iwan always had his place away from the window so he couldn't be seen. In 
Etzel grace was said before, during and after the war. 

My mother also had a boarder, named Erich Will, in her house. He was from Peine, near 
Hannover and worked as a machinist for a firm in the area. He, too, helped in the evening, 
especially at harvest time. Everything was running pretty smooth. No one bothered us much. We 
were well informed about the events in the world at that time. My Uncle Heinrich Ekhoff listened to 
the British News Broadcast London, England, every night till midnight 

The spring of 1943 was a very hectic time for me, as I was preparing for the exam. I should 
have been used to and prepared for whatever might happen. After, all through school I had to fight 
for grade and for a chance to prove myself. I thought about the journeyman exam which was to 
take place soon. I wondered if the school authorities might not pass me? According to my test 
scores I should have no problem. My instructor, Arthur Raschke in Wilhelmshaven, gave me an 
excellent recommendation and evaluation. Here are my scores; Test scores: 2 (B): Work Ethics: 2 
(B); Deportment 1 (A). All this did not assure me, that it was good enough to get the diploma. 

Much depended on the outcome of the theoretical and practical exams before the Board of 
Examiners. This especially concerned me, as we had several pupils of National Socialistic 
Bigwigs who had a great political advantage. This was not the case with me. My friends also 
included foreigners who were held in prisoner of war camps in Germany. Among them were Serbs, 
Kroations, Russians and French Nationals. We often talked about and exchanged views on the 
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outcome of the mess (war). I visualized that Germany would be squeezed from all sides in the 
near future. A small country like Germany could not withstand that pressure very long. 

It was very dangerous to carry on conversations with foreign nationals about politics. 
Thank God, none of them, my friends, turned me in. My parents treated them well and I could not 
see why I, too, shouldn't treat them kindly. 

Now back to my exam and to the day of uncertainty, which was not far away. It now was the 
end of March and the exams were over. The notices to inform us if we passed or not, would come 
in a few days. My instructor received a letter asking to send us to the vocational school. Reason: 
Journeyman letter! I kept asking myself if i should go or not I guess I was afraid to face the 
outcome of the exam. I did not go and was not asked again to appear. 

In the meantime it was already April. My teacher walked toward me one day with a letter in 
his hand. He had a smile on his face and before I could open the letter, he said to me: "Ferdinand, 
you passed the test." and handed me the journeyman letter. The test scores didn't quite meet my 
expectations, but I was pleased that my determination had finally paid off. I must give most of the 
credit for this to my instructor. He praised my work when I did well and showed displeasure when I 
loafed. I guess the Nazi Commission found no reason to fail me, so they awarded me the letter out 
of kindness. I wasn't exactly elated about the letter, but I passed the exam and the pressures from 
the years in vocational school was gone. I started as journeyman in April and was paid 
accordingly. 

My thoughts were turned to Lis6i Wilken and what she might be plotting against us. As far 
as she was concerned there had to be a way to eradicate the Steinmetz Family and get to their 
assets. Two of my brothers served in the military, one in Russia and the other in Africa. Llssi 
Wilken wondered where they could send me? Perhaps somewhere from which I would not return? 
Then she could take over the Old-Steinmetz Hof with the help from teachers Toni and Alwine 
Steinmetz. She refused to believe the war was lost, not already in 1943. I was only 17 years old 
but could see what was happening. The constant bombardment of German cities brought much 

unrest The war industries suffered great damages. 
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I was able to stay at my job untill August 1943. Our workplace was damaged several 
times, but we were able to fix it temporarily and keep on working. 

I was drafted, into the Navy, 15 August 1943 and was assigned to the 8th Ships Division 
Headquarters in Leer. I mentioned this in some pages back. The harassment the Steinmetz family 
had to endure in Etzel was rooted deeply in me. Now, in the military, I needed some time to adjust 
to the new surroundings and to the structured life, in the Navy, no Nazi Bigwig paraded around 
with "swasticas" on a band over the right upper arm. Here, I only had to answer to the military. 

The high ranking officers already knew that the war was lost for us. The comradeship on 
board, and also in general, was very good. At last I could breathe freely and the pressure under 
which we lived in Etzel, became less and less. I knew my parents had good help and things were 
going fine. The harassment fom the Nazis also let up some. 

The Wilken Family waited for something to happen, possibly news about us three brothers 
having been killed in action (war). Their wish partially come true, as one of us, my brother Hinrich, 
never returned from a field hospital in Rumania. Two of us survived and returned home in good 
shape. As I said before, 1943 did not bring much other news, beside what I had already talked 
about 

Now we reached 1944 and I was transferred to Belguim and from there to Amsterdam, 
Holland. I was lucky enough to come home for Easter on furlough. It was my first trip home since I 
was drafted. I felt everything was going well at home. My parents didn't endure any pressure from 
the Nazis at that time. Our Iwan was happly living with my parents and he and I became good 
friends. The 14 day leave time passed very quickly. We said "teary" good byes as we didn't know 
what might still happen. Will I survive the war and meet like this with my parents, brothers and 
friends? All these were wishes and hopes, but no one knew for sure what was ahead. 

The fronts in Russia, Africa and the invasion in France were all collapssing. More and 
more cities in Germany succumbed to bombs and were leveled to ashes. I was to report to 
Amsterdam after my furlough but was sent to Belguim instead. I stayed there till July 1944. The 

invasion of France was in full swing. On Pentecost Sunday, at 2 AM, my unit of 3000 Marined was 
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bombed in a transient camp. We lost 750 men in one night. Few camp buildings were left 
standing, they put us up in distant barracks. I was fortunate again to be transported to 
Amsterdam, Holland. I was a good distance away from the war zone, which was comforting to 
know. The Wiiken theory certainly did not correspond to what was happening here. I was sent 
further away from the front, instead of the heavy battle where I could be killed. The possibility of 
being assigned to a U-Boat was almost nil, because there weren't that many left, of the 36000 U- 
Boat personnel 30000 did not return from their mission. Chances for me to be assigned to a U- 
Boat were small, almost none, especially since we had few homeports to return to. 

In Amsterdam a Boatswain Mate and I were put on a small ship and our job was to supply 
the navy units in the port with small materials. I would have welcomed to have this job untill the 
end of the war, however, it only lasted five weeks. Twenty of us navy people sailed to Rotterdam 
in a small motorboat, where they put together a new transport flotilla. I was not exactly looking 
forward to more sea duty but a good friend advised me not to be too "pickie" or I might get a much 
worse assignment, like a big warship or a mine sweeper. So I was lucky again to escape a front 
line assignment. Our transport flotilla's job was to ship supplies on the rivers in Germany. 

I was on a river tug boat. Our unit in Schiedam, Holland consisted of 10 tugs with the duty 
of transporting tow-barges from Rotterdam to Amsterdam on the river. This was a safe and easy 
trip on cloudy and rainy days. On clear and sunny days it became dangerous as we were and easy 
target for enemy aircraft. 

Six of us marines manned this tug, named "Gredo". The crew was made up of one Captain, 
one Machinist, two Deck Hands and two Sailors who sailed the tug. Our engines were fueled with 
coal therefore it was also called a "Coal Tug". 

In the meantime Christmas 1944 was nearing. None of us on board had mail from home for 
four months. The front lines came closer from all directions. We wondered how all this will end? 
How long will it last and how will we be treated as Prisoners of War? Where will our last trip end? 
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On 22 December 1944 we sailed out tug from Rotterdam with and empty 500 ton tow barge 
by the connecting channel Utrecht to Amsterdam. Five Km. from Amsterdam our Captain and 
Machinist told us, in strictest confidence between the six of us, we had a conspiring group on 
board the ship, but we were very loyal and trustworthy to each other. There was no doubt about 
that. Our Machinist, age 23 years, had four years duty on a mine sweeper sailing the seas and four 
ships of that type sunk under his feet. On his uniform he had many medals and ribbons but his 
gray hair and spent body told a different story. This man had no desire to go on. Very slowly we 
sailed through the channel when our Machinist asked, in all calm, if we would like to have a nice 
Christmas and celebrate the New Year? "We all wish for that", we replied. Then he said, "you all 
have to listen very carefully". "When I issue the order, engine full speed reverse, you, Ferdinand 
and Helmut, know what to do". After a few minutes we heard the order and we did our job. Then 
came a second order over the loud speaker, "All men hold tight", and we already heard the crash. 
We thought the engine was lifted out of it's mounts. We got a light blow which we felt in the engine 
room. At that point we didn't know what it looked like on deck. Everything went as planned. The 
bow of our tow barge moved onto the rear of our ship. The rail on the back of the ship was ripped 
off and the rudder, which was two meters back was gone. "Boys", said our Captain and Machinist, 
"Our merry Christmas and a Happy New Year is assured." "Please let us submit the damage 
report, to the Dockyard Commander and explain how it happened." Now we had to wait for a tug to 
come from Amsterdam and tow us to Dry-dock. 

I celebrated my 10th birthday hore in the dockyard, if we only had something to celebrate 
with. One thing bothered all of us - we had no mail from home for Christmas, therefore no cake or 
cookies. We nailed a small tree to the ceiling, a 30 cm. fir tree and trimmed it with cotton balls. 

1945 began and we wondered how long it will take to do the repairs on the ship? The 
workers at the dockyard were from Holland and they worked very slowly, which was fine with us. 
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in the beginning of January 1$45, t volunteered to get our mail from our land unit in 
Schiedam, near Rotterdam. I traveled by train, at night, from Amsterdam to Rotterdam and then 
walked the last ten km. to Schiedam. On the way I settled a fight between a young couple. 1 heard 
a female calling for help from a house. The door was open so I walked in and asked what the 
problem was. She said her husband beat her and was breaking furniture. The man was shocked 
to suddenly see a German Sailor standing in the room. He begged me not to turn him in or he 
would be sent back to Germany where he escaped four months ago. He was in hiding since and 
never left the apartment. I could tell he was drunk, but for safety reasons had my gun resting on 
my foot The woman asked to be escorted to her girl friends house a few blocks down the street. 
Since there was a curfew, no one was allowed in the streets during that time. To prevent more 
serious consequences, I agreed to take her. I assured her husband that I wouldn't turn him in. I 
wasn't a Hitler and my family at home had their share of problems also. All this probably took thirty 
minutes. She was a lovely young lady, perhaps 20 or 21 years old. She thanked me with a loving 
kiss and I continued on my way. I arrived at Schiedam around 2 AM. After a few hours of sleep I 
gathered up all the mail for me and my ship mates and was on my way, back to the ship. Again, I 
walked ten km. to the train station in Rotterdam, boarded a train to Amsterdam where I arrived in 

the morning. Everyone onboard ship had some letters and were overjoyed to finally hear from 
home. 

My parents assured me they were fine, but they hadn't heard from my brother Hinrich since 
August. He wee in Russia and wa knew the Russian Armies stood before the gates of Germany. In 
the letters I had just picked up there was one from my brother. He said he contracted malaria for 
the third time and was in a field hospital in Rumania for treatment. He had to endure so much at 
the young age of 22 years. He was heavily wounded four or five times and so far was fortunate to 
still bo alivo. Ho montioned receiving my letter with the writing paper, which since was long gone. 

In mid August the hospital was totally demolished. As I said before, the Russian Armies leveled 
everything that stood in their way. Very few German Soldiers survived to return home later. 
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We didn't expect the long wait for our ship to be fixed. It must have been the end of March 
when our boat was finally seaworthy. We sailed the ship to our old docking spot behind the train 
station in Amsterdam and were supposed to start for Rotterdam the next morning. However, our 
plans changed. After we readied the ship and slowley tried to back away from the pier we 
experienced problems with the rudder. We could only sail in a large radius. Our ship was not 
maneuverable. 

During the night, while docked, another ship passed too close and bent our rudder out of 
shape. Now what? Our voyage to Rotterdam had to be "scratched". We had to be towed to 
drydock, but this time to a different one. It took eight days to get our ship seaworthy again. Our 
unit in Rotterdam wrote us off, so we joined another unit in Amsterdam. This was good as the 
Americans and the British were very close to Rotterdam. The last months of the war actually 
turned in our favor. We hoped to make it to the end, but didn't know how much longer the war 
would last. We had one more trip ahead of us. We were to sail three convoys, each consisting of 
three 1000 ton barges in tow, on the south sea to Lemmer. Two speedboats were to escort our 
convoys. This trip was to take 14 hours, after which we were supposed to return to Amsterdam. 
This voyage had to be aborted also, because our coal supply was low and Lemmer was also out. 
We had to abandon our tug and wait for some other ship to take us to Amsterdam. 

We completely forgot this was the second Easter day (day after Easter). It was to be the 
first Easter in my life that I had no eggs to eat. Two days later we were in luck again, a small 
transoceanic steamboat picked us up and transported us to Amsterdam. In the meantime the war 
situation got more intense. I was assigned to a different ship in less than two days, as I already 
mentioned before. This trip was my last one from Amsterdam to Harlem. 

The war had ended 15 May 1945 and I had survived. My thoughts went home now, 
wondering if my brother survived the War? How did my parents do through the iast part of the 
war? Is our house still standing? I heard from friends, the area Leer - Wiihelmshaven withstood 
some fighting toward the end of the war. The last few months we were without news from home, so 
we all wondered how things were back there. 
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I did not record all my experiences, as it would get too involved and lose some meaning in 
my book. I limited myself to combine some of my war experiences with the history of the Steinmetz 
Family during the Hitler regime. 



A photo of me, Ferdinand Steinmetz 
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Part 3 


THE STEINMETZ FAMILY - AFTER THE END OF THE WAR - 1945 TO PRESENT 

My parents still had no information about their three sons. They didn't know if they 
survived the War. It has been ten months since they heard from my brother Heinrich. 

Their helper, Iwan, from the Ukraine worked for them as long as he was permitted to stay. 
He was no longer a POW of the German Military, so he could be sent elsewhere anytime. Their 
boarder, Erich Will, returned to his family in Pein, near Hannover. 

My parents were very grateful to Iwan, as he held away looters while living with them. He 
told them to move on; nothing would be stolen from this house. "The Steinmetz family is good and 
haven't hurt anyone." 

My father continued to deliver milk to the dairy in Friedeburg and got a different helper 
assigned from the new military government In the last months of the war and during the after the 
confusion after the war, farming suffered some. 

It was comforting for my parents that iwan come to see them once a week to find out how 
they were doing. Since he and I became good friends, he never missed asking about me and 
wondered when I would return. That day finally came on 29 June 1945, when I arrived home and 
greeted my parents with a big hug. It wasn't long after that Iwan came over and we had a nice 
reunion. He left the next day for his new place of employment, which was four km. from us. Since 
then he never came again and we haven't heard from him, either, if s a pitty, as he was a very 
good person and a big help to my folks. Since his father was shot by followers of Stalin, we 
strongly believe he, too, was killed. According to several sources, Stalin killed a lot of the 
surviving POWs who returned to Russia. Perhaps because they saw more than what Stalin 
politicians were ready to disclose. 

My parents were elated to have a least one of their three sons come home and they, again, 
had steady and reliable help on their small farm. 
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The Wilken family, who now waited silently in the background, probably wished I hadn’t 
returned home to Etzel unharmed. They are powerless to undertake further attacks against our 
family. They hope to find some other way to get the Old- Steinmetz Hof. "How can we get the 
Steinmetz teachers, Antonia and Alwine, the owners of the Steinmetz farm completely on our 
side?" They were aware that my parents, as well as our whole family, could someday put them on 
trial for the hardships they caused our family. This could also include other Nazi big wigs from 
Etzel and higher party functioning Judges from the County of Celle, near Hannover. Because of 
my good natured father they probably did not believe he would put them behind bars. Some 
people of Etzel, especially Nazi Followers and also some of our friends are waiting to see what was 
yet to come. The Nazi Wilken family Is trying their utmost to stay in good standings with the 
Occupation Forces. The Nazis who before could never raise the arm high enough and yell: “Hell 
Hitler'*, turned out to be human and welcomed the victors with open arms. They sent their young 
daughters into the streets where they begged for cigarettes and white bread. They also hoped to 
to get closer and possibly start a lasting friendship. 

My parents and I were now fully occupied on the farm. Much of the work was left undone in 
the last weeks and months. It was mid July and we started to bale hay with full manpower. It was a 
very fruitful and good year for people and beast Plenty for the next winter, 1945-1946, to eat. 
Though some food was still rationed, especially food we didn’t raise, we produced enough food on 
our own ground to keep from going hungry. I noticed a big change in my parents. They were 
cheerful again and looked forward to the future. They no longer endured the pressure from the 
Nazi authorities. 

One could only hope now that their other two sons would return home soon. This waiting 
seemed an infinity. But the Lord God heard and answered their prayers. My brother Heinrich 
returned home from a POW Camp in late fall of 1945. He was undernourished, but otherwise he 
survived the war in fair condition. This must have shocked the Wilken family, as they hoped he 
would not survive the war. He needed some good food and rest to get back his strength. 
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My brother Hinrich was still missing. We now had the feeling that our wait for his return 
was in vain, it has almost been a year ago, when we last heard from him. The waiting continued 
for several more years, but he never saw his family or his home again. As the Nazi Wilken family 
wished, one of the Steinmetz brothers did not return from the war. 

In the meantime, my brother Heinrich recovered enough from the POW Camp ordeal to take 
over the work on the farm. My father continued to deliver milk to the dairy in Friedeburg. 

I wanted to resume work in my profession as a lock and silver smith. I was to start work, 
October 1945, in Wilhelmshaven, where I received my training. My teacher and boss, Arthur 
Raschke, was always very pleased with my work. Normally it would not have been that easy to get 
your old job back, as the rebuilding of Germany's bombed-out cities was still a few years away. 

My parents were to observe a very important day on 20 Dec 1945. It was their Silver 
Wedding Anniversary! Flour was rationed, so each invited guest brought something. One former, 
named Gerhard Ortiessen, gave my parents 25 pounds of cake flour. I can't remember for sure, 
but I seem to recollect they had enough to bake 14 or 15 Torten (cakes). At that time everyone 
brewed their own "booze", so we had plenty to drink. It turned out to be a joyous event in difficult 
times. 

The year of 1945 was coming to an end and it left ifs mark on everybody. We started 1946 
with great uncertainties: What will the new year bring us? Will families be reunited with their loved 
ones, from whom they were separated during the war? Will we have enough to eat? I had a job in 
my occupation and my brother helped my parents on the form. Everything happened as expected, 
however, one event surprised us. My brother Heinrich found himself a girl friend. We soon 
noticed that she showed little interest in forming. My brother worked through the summer and till 
foil on the family form. They were making plans to get married, so my brother moved to her 
parents place in Ramsfehn, near Wiesmoor. My dear parents were left alone again with all the form 
work. I abruptly decided to give up my work in Wilhelmshaven and move back home to help with 
the form work. I still hoped for my brother Hinrich to return home someday and to take over the 
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farm duties. I would then go back to my previous work in Wilhelmshaven. I had no intentions of 
running the farm. 

On the Alt-Steinmetz Hof the work progressed very slow and with great difficulties. The 
renter of the farm, Gerhard Von Lengen, was killed or “missing" in the war. (The two Steinmetz 
teachers were the owners). The farm was poorly managed by Lengen's brothers and sisters during 
his absence. My parents now wanted to find out who the instigators were during the Nazi Regime, 
who tried every way possible to discredit the Steinmetz Family, because of the "Hof. We called a 
family council in our house, to which we invited our new Mayor, Fritz Balma. Fritz was a very good 
friend of my parents during WWII, and through the whole Natzi time 1933 -1945. The reason for the 
meeting was to, possibly, look for a lawyer, who possessed a democratic mind, and where the 
Hitler “brown shirts" hadn't cast their shadow before hand. Should we find someone like that to 
take our case, how would we pay him? Perhaps our ideas are premature and should be tabled to 
be picked up at a later date? Perhaps other possibilities will present themselves? Since the 
Numberg War Crimes were being prepared for, perhaps our family, under the leadership of our 
own Mayor, can have some questions answered by the lawyers in those trials. After much thought 
and several hours of work a letter was composed and sent to the leaders of the Numberg War 
Crime Trials. We patiently waited for and answer to our letter, but my parents never did hear from 
them. Our family lost faith in the Justice Department and were discouraged to continue this 
process. To whom should they turn to now? 

My father, who was a good Christian and always put his trust in God, had a favorite saying; 

"Unlawfully acquired possessions (estate) will not advance past the third heir", or "God’s 
punishment will come, but it will be just'. 

The Nazi Wilken family weren't completely spared the trageties of WWII. Their son Erich, 
finally returned home from a POW Camp. In the last confrontations with the enemy he lost one leg 
above the knee. The Wilken family and the two Steinmetz teachers regarded Erich as the future 
heir to the Old-Steinmetz-Farm. We were anxious to see what was going to happen now? At 

present everything was quiet and nothing changed. 
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The work on our small farm hasn't suffered because of my brother Heinrich's move. I was 
able to take his place and help my parents with the daily chores. 

It was now 1947 and we had to make some changes. The milk delivery to the dairy in 
Friedeburg was no longer profitable. The expenses were more than the earnings. We sold one of 
our horses, as on our small farm we could do the work with one horse. With that money we 
purchased a cow, who soon was to give us a calf and also gave good milk. So we made a good 
trade. We now had more time to devote to the farm. Several smaller farmers, who could not afford 
all the machinery, asked us to work some acres for them and help with the hay harvest. My father 
had more free time to do some things that he liked. He deserved some relaxation. His life untill 
now was very hard work and it began to show on his body. 

My youngest brother Arnold finished 8th grade (Grammar School) and was looking for a 
trade school. But first came his Confirmation, which was in mid March 1947. My mother traded 
bacon for enough mateial for a new suit. Now we had to find a taylor who would sew the suit. We 
heard of a man in Wilhelmshaven, who later took on that job. He wanted a fat chicken for his work. 
We had money, but nobody would do something for you unless you had goods to trade (Black 
Market). The week before Palm Sunday we had a big snowstorm in our area. The roads were 
impassable by bike, so I walked with a chicken under my arm to pick up Arnold's suit. When I got 
to Sunde, the roads were clear, so I continued by bus to Wilhelmshaven. On my return trip, I rode 
the bus to Sunde, and then waited there, at the train station, for our visitors to arrive. The train 
pulled in on schedule and my Aunt Lieschen Wehler and her daughter Ursula came from Hannover 
to attend my brothers Confirmation. We planned to walk the fifteen km. to Etzel, carrying suit 
cases, but it started to hail and sleet and the roads got icy and dangerous. We spent the night in 
the waiting room of the depot In the morning the rain stopped and much of the sleet had melted, 
because the weather turned warmer. We started our walk home and arrived in Etzel at 10 AM, very 
tired and hungry. Before I could rest up, I had to do the unfinished stable work. In the evening as 
I was changing clothes, I fell asleep in the shed. No harm done, somehow I got in my bed. The 
most Important chores were finished, and all preparations for my brothers Confirmation were in 
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place for tomorrow. The Etzel Congregation had no steady Pastor, so Rev. Assmussen from the 
Neustadt area did the Rite of Confirmation. 

My next undertaking was to help my youngest brother to secure an apprenticeship. Both, 
he and I, drove to Wilhelmshaven, where I got my training, and spoke with my old instructor. He 
said Arnold could start his training April 1, to learn the Locksmith trade in his shop. It gave me 
great joy and satisfaction to have accomplished a good deed in helping my brother. At this period 
in time it was extreemly difficult to find a good apprenticeship position. 

I would now like to go back to our church congregation. Etzel still did not have a 
permanent Pastor. We were without our own religious leader since 1935. Our Congregation was 
rich in church properties, which were rented out and brought in good money. Nothing should have 
prevented us from hiring and supporting our own Pastor. Finally all our work paid off, as we found 
a minister, named Ludwig Janssen, He was in his 70s, but that was not a problem. Under the 

Nationalistic Regime of Adolf Hitler, little or nothing was done to encourage young candidates from 

/ 

entering religious training. 

My parents and I had hopes that Pastor Ludwing Janssen would show understanding and 
compassion in the case of the Steinmetz Family under Adolf Hitier, and the events that took place 
in Etzel because of the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. However, he could not be aroused in this matter, so we 
were disappointed again. My uncle, Heinrich Ekhoff, husband of Alwine Steinmetz Ekhoff was 
elected to the Church Council. He also, wasn't able to engage Pastor Janssen to express his 
views in our family matters. My parents invited the Pastor and his wife to our house several times. 
Finally, one day, he must have had a change of heart, and came for a visit. They arrived in the 
afternoon, it must have been in 1947, and a discussion quickly started on the events of Hitler's 
time. As we drank a cup of tea, he looked very uninterested, and we soon felt we had scored a 
"zero" with him on the topic. 

His visit was a short one, probably one hour. We had no way of knowing how much 
influence he had on the Nazis, or how far his family's friendship went with the Hitler party. This 
was officially never revealed, but we heard from the mailman, that Ludwig Janssen received 
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packages from a Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz from America. They were earmarked "For Etzael's 
Needy", and he was to divide them up. A secret investigation by the Steinmetz family showed, 
none of the needy received even the smallest amount from those packages. To this day we 
wonder how he, as a minister, could be so dishonest? We were told he was in close contact wi5th 
my father's cousin, Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz. He hasn't contacted any Steinmetz families 
who live in Etzel so far. I guess there was a reason for all this. Shortly before WWII ended his only 
son was shot down near Wiesbaden, Germany and was killed. His body was flown back to America 
and was interred in a large military cemetery. Perhaps he revealed a latent hatred of the German 
people by not getting in contact with his Steinmetz relatives in Germany. 

Pastor Ludwig Janssen must have known that the Steinmetz family from Etzel were 
descendants of nine Pastoral Generations. However, we did not know that our relative Professor 
Ferdinand Steinmetz, was in the process of putting together a Genealogical History of Steinmetz 
Families living in America and of Steinmetz Families in Germany. Pastor Ludwig Janssen sent him 
the information from the church records. 

The mailman told us again, that packages were arriving for Pastor Janssen with the 
message; "For the Needy of the Etzel Church Congregation." But our Pastor counted himself as 
the most needy of the congregation. Other inquiries were fruitless. We got the same answer from 
people we asked: "We got nothing" and the rumors continued. He was a Pastor who took care of 
himself first, no matter what the instructions were on the packages. 

We don't know why Pastor Janssen did not inform Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz how our 
family survived under Hitler? 

Our new government, under Conrad Adenauer, was in the process of establishing new 

currency, with the help of the American Dollar. This took place in the summer of 1948. Each 

person received 40 Deutsche Mark. Our farm products brought a good price again. The stores 

were stocked with the needed merchandise and the people were shopping. The ration books 

slowly disappeared and the build-up of the bombed cities had begun. Germany was now divided 

into West Germany and East Germany. We, here in the West, had a big advantage because the 
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Americans supported us most profitably. Not much was happening in East Germany under 

Russia's Occupation. 

If s 1949 and the existence on the Alt-Steinmetz Hof took a different turn. Lengen's 
siblings, who worked the farm untill now, got notice to vacate the farm. For the longest time the 
people of Etzel wondered what would happen now? 

Antonia and Alwine Steinmetz leased the farm to the son of Hitler Wilken. Erich, who lost 
one leg in the war, was not capable of working the farm alone. That probably was less important 
right now. The main purpose was to occupy the Hof, everything else would fall in place later. Lissi 
Wilken and the Steinmetz teachers made great progress. Now the question they were faced with 
was: Should they take over the farm for which my parents and we, three children, had to endure so 
much during the Hitler times? Lissi Wilken must have already tried to find a way to explain to the 
citizens of Etze! her relationship to the Steinmetz Family? At that time I had no proof to check out 
her claim. I probably should not expect much assistance in this matter from our old Pastor 
Janssen, either. When I made contact with my father's cousin, Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz in 
1960, he was gathering information about our family from Pastor Janssen. I asked to be furnished 
that information also. At that time, Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz resided in Union Springs, New 
York. From that information, I was trying to find the Wilken - Steinmetz Family connection. 

There was a Georg Heinrich Steinmetz, born on 29 Mar 1784, and died 3 May 1844. He 
was the son of Pastor Ferdinand Adolf Phillip Steinmetz. A Georg Heinrich Steinmetz had a son 
named: Ferdinand Rudolph Philip Steinmetz, born 2 Oct 1819, year of death unknown. He was a 
iandworker in Stapelstein/Etzel. 

Now comes the reason why Nazi Lissi Wilken sees her relationship to our family. She sees 
us as a very dumb family, who would fall for her scheme. 
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Landworker (user) Ferdinand R. Ph. Steinmetz was married to a Rebecca Kuper. Two 
children were bom from this marriage: 

' 1. George Heinrich Steinmetz, born 24 Jul 1849 in Etzel date of death unknown 

2. Christina Rebecca Lottera Steinmetz, born 31 Mar 1851, died 13 Apr 1851 in 
Etzel 

because of the early death of the children, the family relationship (Wilken - Steinmetz) was 
disproved. 

Burial plot of: Pastor Ferdindnd Rudolf Phillip Steinmetz 
born: 16 Feb 1760 - died 71819 
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September 1977 
Martel and daughter Jeiss 
from Los Angeles, California 
at the grave of our ancestor, 
Pastor Steinmetz, (Etzel) 


Nazi Lissi Wilken, nee Kuper, must be satisfied to have Antonia and Alwine Steinmetz by 
her side, as he continues to find a way to own the Alt-Steinhmetz Hof. Since there is no more Adolf 
Hitler, she has to rely on her persuasive talents. She must know by now, that she no longer has 
the respect of the Etzel citizens. Never again will there be a "thousand year Reich", whom she so 
loyaly served. 

My tether wished not to hear about the Hof, or see what was happening there. He endured 
more than enough and good friends who could help us have not shown up as yet Therefore, 
certain good "Nazi Swines" could reach their goal even after the Hitter regime. If my parents had 
money, they could have probably hired a good lawyer and brought some Nazi followers to justice. 
But it wasn't to be! 

The whole Steinmetz Family hoped that Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz would come to 


Germany some day. After all, his tethers birthplace was also the house I grew up in. His son 
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probably would have paid us a visit had he not been shot down and killed over Germany. We 
would have told him who and what Adolf Hitler was, and what his Nazi followers, the Wilken Family, 
did to us. 

Ludwig Janssen's big association and contact with Professor F. Steinmetz in America 
posed a puzzle for us at first, but was self-explanatory after having read some previous pages. 

No one of our family in Etzel had the courage to contact Professor Streinmetz. We kept 
wondering why he hasn't written us, his relatives in Etzel? This probably did not bother Pastor 
Janssen at all, or cause him sleepless nights. We will never know for what reason he kept us from 
communicating. We will never forgive him for that 

My father was slowly getting weaker and less active. He often complained of pains in his 
legs and feet, which looked swollen most of the time. Our doctor was summoned, who examined 
him and said to admit him to the Hospital in Wittmund. For my father, who always boasted about 
his good health, it was a terrible shock. But there was no other way. The findings were, he 
retained fluid in his legs and his heart wasn't very healthy either. It would take 4-5 weeks 
hospitalization to get him back on his feet After he returned home from Wittmund, he walked 
better, but couldn't take care of everything in the garden and around the house like he used to do. 
He was gradually getting weaker. This all took place in late summer of 1949. I missed his helping 
hand everywhere. He took care of some small tasks which required a lot of time. 

It's now 1950, my brother has finished his training and passed his exam with good grades. 
But for a lot of the young journey men this meant being jobless. He also belonged to this group of 
unemployed. Many businesses were forced to dismiss a part of their workforce, because of the 
stable money (the Deutsche Mark - DM). Among them were the young people who just finished 
their apprenticeship. The older and more experienced workers had a better chance to keep their 
job in the locksmith shops. 
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My Father 



Georg Steinmetz 

The whole economy and reconstruction of Germany was only in the beginning stages. 

Arnold earned his spending money doing odd jobs and also received a small stipend from the 

unemployment office. Our family provided for his basic needs. 

My father's health worsened and he did not expect to recover. Our longtime family doctor 

told me that his body was totally used up from the many years of hard work delivering milk. He 

died 20 Aug 1950 in our home, (his homestead). On the 12th of August 1950 he named me 

testamentary as the heir of the farm. I was in need of the loving and strong power to turn to when I 
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had questions, like: “Father, how should I handle this, or how would you do that?" His ample 
experiences steered me right. 

My brother hasn't found a job yet. He talked to a very good friend of mine, who worked 
many years in Frankfurt Am Main. He told Arnold of the posibility of getting work there. My friend 
took him along in January 1951. He got a job and stayed with him for the time being. 

My mother and I were alone again. We took in a boarder in the fall of 1950, who worked 
here in the Preuzag Drill Company. He seemed very interested in farming and helped my mother 
and me with the threshing, when his time allowed him to give us a hand. He also helped with the 
harvest in the fall. However, this was of short duration, as he was transfrerred to Beyern in the fail 
of 1951. In the meantime I needed someone to help me. A good neighbor, who not long ago 
returned from a POW Camp in Russia, wanted to do something for our family. His wife and six 
children were helped by my parents during and after the war, and he wanted to repay them for their 
kindness v If I needed help doing something, he was there at once. 

In the long run changes had to be made! I needed to find me a wife. I could have married 
several girls, but most aquaintances went "sour" for some reason. I was looking for someone, 
who was willing to share good times, as well as hard times. Since I wasn’t sure I found such a 
mate, I decided to wait for the right girl to come along. 

On the Alt-Steinmetz Hof life was more hectic than usual. The young couple, Erich Wilken 
and his wife, weren't getting along and had many heated fights. At least on one occasion Erich 
Wilken armed himself with a heavy sledge hammer and went from room to room, chopping up 
furniture on the way. He was heard saying, that he regrets to have seen and set foot on the Alt- 
Steinmetz Hof. Taking his anger out on objects showed he was on the Hitler's candidates. I failed 
to mention that Erich Wilken served with the Waffen S.S. during the war. These were Adolf Hitler's 
elite troops, who were volunteers and were trained for special missions. The Waffen SS men were 
feared by all regular forces: German Air Force, Army and even by the Marines. No one was spared 
the consequences, if they found out something about you, that was not to their liking. I believe 
this is enough to prove Lissi Wilken and her husband Emil raised their two sons, Erich and 
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Herbert, in the image of their Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler. The Wilken Families were criminals, who tried 
hard to wipe out the Steinmetz Family. Out of 600 community citizens, Erich Wilken was the only 
one, who belonged to the Waffen SS. 

Now back to finding a girl to marry. Some time has lapsed and .finally, in the fall of 19521 
met a girl at the wine fest in Strudden. We met in the cloak room, when she asked me if I heard 
about the watch that she lost the Sunday before. We sat at a table with some of our friends and 
danced together a few times. But that was it! I wasn't able to give her information about her lost 
watch, but I asked her if she would like to join me at a different table. She agreed and we spent a 
nice evening together. I had some doubts at first as she was very young - only 17 years old, and I 
was already 25. We talked about many things and told everything. I mentioned that my mother and 
I owned and worked a small farm. She said they had a few cows, which she had to milk twice a 
day. Her father was a church janitor and grave digger. Her parents also cleaned the Middle 
School and had to light the heaters in 13 classrooms in the winter. Complete heating systems, as 
we know them today, were almost unheard-of then. She, herself, cared for two cemeteries, so she 
was busy every day. I believed she could be the right mate for me. We continued dating and 
seeing each other when time permitted. 

She originated from Zetel, Westerende, not too far from us and it was easily reached by 
bike. I did not have a car or a motorbike in 1953. One evening she told me her father checked all 
the bars in the area hoping to find us, so he could meet me. One evening we selected a bar In the 
Gasthaus (Hotel) Hemken. We figured he would not look for us there since it wasn't one he liked. 

In the meantime it was already 10:30 PM, but this place was only 5 minutes from Sophie's house. 
We were sure he gave up searching for us. We were wrongl Sophie looked at me and motioned 
towards the bar saying “There he is, thats my father". I walked over, introduced myself, and asked 
if he would like to join us at our table. We had a very good conversation and I hoped he had a 
good impression of me when he left. 
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Our Wedding, Sophie and Ferdinand Steinmetz 



When I visited Sophie again she did not say what her father thought of me. We saw each 
other for the next few months, then were engaged in April of 1953, and got married 30 May 1953. 
The church wedding took place in Zetel, and the reception was in my home in Etzel. Sophie 
remained here after the celebration and still is, to this day, my strongest ally, friend and wife. We 
had four children: Karin, born 1953; Hans Georg, 1956; Hinrich, 1961 and Brigit, 1967. Now we 
had four little ones to work for and the tasks brought more satisfaction and joy. 

Everything went smooth untill 1955. We had a huge Beech tree in front of our house,which 
needed to be felled. The tree was one meter, 50 cm. in diameter and was hollow inside. Since it 
was in danger of falling on the house, I decided to bring it down with my neighbor's help. It was a 
day in March, with some snow in parts of the yard, when I started to cut some of the bigger 
branches and parts of the tree trunk. It took me several weeks to finish this job, as I had to cut the 
wood into stove size pieces. There also was other farm work which had to be tended to. That 
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morning, while cutting down the tree, our family Dr., Dr. Sundmecker came to check on my 
Grandmother. As he was leaving, he approached me and warned: "My dear Ferdinand, you are 

asking for trouble." 


Steinmetz Family 



Above: Right to left - Sister-in-law Brigitte and Brother - Arnold. Sister-in-law Marie 

and Brother - Heinrich. Wife Sophie and I Ferdinand. 

First Row: In the middle our Mother Katharina Steinmetz with Grandchildren-right to left; 
Karin de Buhr nee Steinmetz, Hinrich Steinmetz on Oma's lap, Hans 
Georg Steinmetz (Photo 1960) 
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Our Daughter 
Brigit Steinmetz (age 2) 
The dress from 
Irene and Viola 
from America 
Omaha, Nebraska 


Because of the strenuous work I was perspiring profusely, so I kept taking off some of my 
clothing. As I continued I felt weaker and had difficulties breathing and walking. I was determined 
to finish, at least for that day, which probably was a big mistake. On Easter Sunday 1955,1 
completely collapsed. The diagnoses was a severe case of pneumonia and pleurisy. I was in no 
condition to be transported to the hospital, so the doctor cared for me at home. My whole family 
was very concerned about me. Needless to add, the doctor's Easter was spent at my bedside. 
After eight days I was recovered enough to be transported and admitted to the hospital for more 
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treatment. Six weeks later, I was released with instructions not to do heavy work, or better yet, 
give up farming. 

What now? Our family needed an income to live, especially with a 1 1/2 year old baby. 
However, I also realized I had to take better care of myself to get better. The doctor suggested I 
not do any work for at least one year. 

I could not expect for my young wife to do my work also. Untill now, our neighbors took 
turns and did the farm work. But these arrangements weren't suitable for a long period of time. 

We decided to lease our land before the fall of 1955. My faithful horse, some cattle, and pigs were 
sold at an auction. The wheat and oats were sold on the stalk. Our hay fields also brought a good 
price. That is how my hard work of many years ended. We had to bring in money somehow. I was 
not allowed to do much else, except read and listen to the radio. 

My dear wife had made up her mind to look for a job. She wanted to find out if the Olympia 
Typewriter Factory in Roffhausen, needed people. Oma (grandmother) agreed to look after our 
daughter Karin, and prepare the meals. Our wishes were granted, Sophie got the job, and our 
family's financial outlook was better. Beside taking daily walks with my daughter, not much else 
was going on with me. 

After one year of rest and recuperation I was anxious to find a suitable job. The typewriter 
factory did not want me, because I was absent too long from the locksmith trade. I was hired bby a 
weaving mill in Zetel in October 1956. I worked there five years as a weaver. 

The Wilken family must have rejoyced upon hearing of our setback. I Antonia and Alwine 
Steinmetz used to spend their yearly vacations on the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. Now they often take their 
walks passing the farm, to show us their presence. My mother caught up with them once, and 
asked if they knew what the Wilken family had planned to do with them and with the Steinmetz 
children? Or did they also belong to the Hitler Party, and plotted against the Steinmetz family? 

Whenever the two ladies (Steinmetz teachers) were seen in Etzel, the patrols were out 
keeping an eye on them. The two teachers probably had doubts about their “adult Hitler Youth's" 
capabilities of running the Hof. The constant fights with his wife, who was supposed to do all the 
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work because Erich was and amputee, gnawed at the Hof. Knowledge, money and courage were 
needed to successfully run such a nice Hof. 

The Steinmetz teachers supposedly made the statement that the Hof should be divided. 

One half was to go to the Steinmetz side (the leagally appointed heirs of the Hof), and the other half 
to the Nazi Wilken family. I do not know if they already had second thoughts on the condition of 
the Hof? Erich Wilken and his wife Hertha struggled to get along with each other and to do all the 
work. Erich's wife, Hertha, had to endure abuse (physical injury) if she did not obey him. 

I heard from Etzel citizens, that Erich Wilken was a pig (swine), while he served with the SS 
Troops. They met with him on one of the fronts, while he served with Hitler's elite SS. I can only 
add, that his training makes him fit in well within the Wilken family. If all Adolf Hitler's followers 
were this loyal and obedient, no Steinmetz family member would be alive today. 

Erich Wilken's parents, Lissi and Emil Wilken, owned and Inn on Main Street of Etzel and a 
small gropery store. The businesses did not prosper like they did in the glorious time of the Third 
Reich, under Adolf Hitler. 

On the streets of Etzel one could hear slogans: "Gods punishment is approaching, or: it 
comes, but its just: God is also on the side of the Steinmetz family." The Inn, grocery store and 
small farm did not bring in enough money to meet expenses. One person, now my neighbor, told 
me how bad things got for Aunt Lissi. All money was gone. She begged a few marks from here 
neighbors, to purchase a bottle of booze so she could offer her old patrons a drink. Nazi Lissi's 
husband, Emil, often poured himself a drink and emptied a bottle in secret Not even beer was 
safe from Emil Wilken. As innkeeper he believed he should look after his needs first Their son 
Herbert, a brother of Erich Wilken from the Alt-Steinmetz Hof, and his family lived with Lissi. He 
managed the grocery store as long as they had something to sell. The Wilken's barely kept their 
head above water, and like a sinking ship, were slowly going under. They were forced to give up 
farming, and sold pieces of land to cover expenses as they accrued. Herbert Wilken never made a 
good storekeeper. He did not know how to attract customers. This all happened between 
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1950-1961. The Wilken's had to sublet the grocery store. The renter was a good business man, 
who knew how to buy and sell, and how to keep his customers happy. 

I still worked as a weaver and my wife, Sophie, worked at the Olympia Factory as before. 

We have a good life. I bought my first car three years ago and for the last two years have been and 
am presently looking for a different job. I have applied to the Federation for a job interview. I was 
brave enough to write again in April 1961. This time luck was on my side - I started my new job in 
April 1961. I worked at the Marine Munitions Depot 4, in Fuhrencamp, twelve km. from my home in 
Etzel. My job was on munitions, but after passing the technical test I became a foreman in that 
field. The pay at the federal level was not much more, but with all benefits my earnings doubled. 

My wife was able to stay home, look after the children and take care of our garden. 

My connections with our family in America is not much to speak about We received a 
letter, now and then, from my father's cousins, most of whom are deceased today. 

Npt much was happening in Etzel until the summer of 1963, when relatives from Nebraska 
announced their visit Irene and Viola Armknecht, two great granddaughters of Hilke Marie 
Steinmetz Meinen were touring Europe. Hilke Marie emigrated around 1870 to America with her 
children. She was a sister of my grandfather, Heinrich Streinmetz. The girls were planning a tour 
of Europe and making a detour to Etzel. They wanted to meet our family and visit the birthplace of 
their great grandmother, Hilke. I live in that house with my family. They will be here the end of 
October and spend one day with us. In the meantime, we corresponded and learned about each 
other. I had time to research the Family History before they arrived. A colleague from work, Kurt 
Neumann from Wilhelmshaven, was to be my official interpreter. He is fluent in English - German 
translations. 

The hour has come and everyone was anxious to meet the visitors. In the few hours of 
their visit in Etzel, much was expected to take place. Irene and Viola Armknecht suggested to visit 
first with my aunt, Alwine Steinmetz Ekhof and her husband Heinrich. Kurt and I arrived there at 
noon and the two girls were already there. As we sat accross from each other, we felt the family 
"togetherness", with our relatives from Omaha, Nebraska. None of the Steinmetz from America 
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had visited Etzet since 1905. Perhaps the reason for their absence was WWI, 1914-1918 and then 
during the Hitler regime, 1933 -1945. 

After a good glass of wine we visited the Etzel Church, then we walked to the Steinmetz- 
Hof and looked it over from the outside. My uncle Heinrich Ekhoff was a big help for our family 
during the Hitler era, when we had to endure so much. My uncle made me promise to tell Irene and 
Viola about the Steinmetz-Hof and it’s history. They took several pictures of the Hof, while the 
interpreter explained what all took place here. 

I don't know how Erich and Hertha Wilken felt when they saw us. They were gathering 
potatoes on the land by the house, about 30 feet away. I walked up to them and explained that we 
had relatives from America visiting us, who want to take, pictures of the Steinmetz-Hof. Irene and 
Viola were shocked to hear the unpleasant stories about the Steinmetz-Hof and walked by them 
without exchanging a word. They photographed the Hof from all sides, completely ignoring the two 
Hitler Friends. The Nazi SS man and his wife, Erich and Hertha Wilken, were stunned to the point, 
that they were speechless. They stood there like a couple of "klutzes", wondering if, someday, 
they would have to vacate the Hof. The Americans could investigate and discover how the Wilken 
family obtained the Steinmetz-Hof. Our stop here only lasted a half hour, but it seemed like we had 
a long conference. Kurt Neumann explained in detail the Hof s situation to our visitors. Time was 
running out and we had to keep moving, this time to my house. I introduced my wife Sophie, my 
children and my mother to our American relatives. They went through the house, took picutres 
and asked many questions. Our house was their great grandmothers birthplace (Hilke Marie 
Steinmetz Meine). It was time to have supper, during which we also talked about our families. 

Irene and Viola inquired how far Leerhafe was from Etzel? They heard of a Wilken family, no 
relation to the Nazi Wilken, living in Leerhafe. Their grandmother, daughter of Hilke Marie 
Steinmetz Meine, married a man, named Wilken, in America. They wanted to find the cemetery in 
Hovel/Leerhafe and locate a grave stone of an ancestor, who's one child immigrated to America. 
We were not able to find that marker. Some time later I found that grave of the Hovel Wilken family 

and I took pictures and sent them to Irene and Viola. 
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After a hectic day in Etzel we drove bach to Friedeberg where the girts, Irene and Viola, 
rented a hotel room for one night Kurt Neumann, myself and our American visitors spent a few 
more leasure hours talking about the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. My goal was to let all our relatives in 
America know what happened with the Steinmetz family in Etzel. 

Next morning Viola and Irene rejoined the others on the tour. It was a very special day for 
our Sterinmetz family in Etzel, as we established important contact with our relatives in America. 
Most of my fathers cousins in America, with whom I used to correspond, were deceased. 

Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz, of Union Springs, New York, was the only one still living. I 
received the first letter from him in 1963, since the end of WWII in 1945. He only corresponded 
with our retired Pastor Ludwig Janssen, who lived in Aurich (Pastor Janssen died in 1970). 

The letter from Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz was a big surprise. He mentioned a book of 
the Steinmetz families, he put together, living in America and Germany. Pastor Ludwig Janssen 
sent him some of the information. We had a good idea what kind of a book it was. After a few 
weeks I received a copy, in which he recorded the biography of Johann Hermann Steinmetz in 
America, my grandfather's brother. He listed the complete ancestral table of his deceased and 
living descendants in America and Germany. 

Pastor Ludwig Janssen never said a word about his connections with our relative in 
America, or the reason for corresponding with Prof. Ferdinand Steinmetz. He probably never 
wrote Prof. Steinmetz about the events which took place on the Alt-Steinmetz Hof during the Nazi 
time. Neither was he told which way the Steinmetz family chose (They did not belong to any of the 
Nazi's parties). 

Professor Ferdinand Steinmetz and I exchanged many letters before he died in 1971. In 
one of his letters he advised me to write to one of his daughters after his death. 

I did not trust myself to report about the Steinmetz in my letters to Prof. Steinmetz. 

Perhaps I was timid, because I was corresponding with a Prof, of our family in America. Maybe I 
did not wish to open up old wounds for Prof. Steinmetz, who lost his only son,a fighter pilot, In the 
last days of the War over Germany. 
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Irene and Viola visited Ferdinand Steinmetz in Union Springs, N.Y. after returning from 
Germany. They told him about the Steinmetz family In Germany and how they survived the war. I 
hoped he would mention this in one of his letters, but for some reason he completely ignored that 
subject. 

Irene and Viola could not know the effect of their visit, and our conversations had on the 
Alt-Steinmetz Hof. Panic broke out in the Wilken family, because they feared that our American 
relatives would now take the situation in hand and take away the Hof. 

There were rumors, that Prof. Steinmetz, personally would arrive in Etzel to handle this 
matter. He would find out how shabby his Steinmetz family was treated by the Nazi Wilkens. 
Unfortunately, it did not happen like that. I understood that some of our good friends started the 
rumor to scare the Wilken family and to remind them of the wrongs they had committed. If we had 
help from America, perhaps there was still time to undertake legal action against the Wilkens. 
Pastor Janssen could have made a good wittness for our family, as he had knowledge of the 
unlawful way the Alt-Steinmetz Hof was obtined by the Nazi Wilken family. Professor Steinmetz 
should have been informed of the injustice. After all, the Hof was one time the residence of 
several Steinmetz Pastors. Pastor Ferdinand Rudolf Phillip Steinmetz was one, who resided in the 
Hof. 

Yes, much was neglected) I can't blame my parents for any of this, as they were very 
thankful to have lived through it all. All they ask for now is to be left alone, so they can live in 
peace. They did not care what happened to the Hof. 

No Lawyer in our area would take on their case, as they were not big enough to handle a 
criminal trial. 

We heard that Erich Wilken got more addicted to alcohol and the Hof showed the neglect 
Membership in the SS and the loss of his leg in the war, contributed to the downfall. The anger 
with me and my American relatives probably bothered his conscience more now than it did before. 

Ifs December and preparations are being made for Christmas. Its a special time for the 
children because a party with Santa Claus (Weihnachtsmann) is being planned. The 
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Weihnachtsmann will, personally, hand the children a "tute" (bag) with goodies. This party will be 
in the hall of the Hof, the residence of the Nazi Wilken family. 

Our daughter, Karin age 10 years old, our son, Hans 7 and our youngest, Hinrich 2, looked 
forward to tonight's visit from Santa Claus. Hinrich was especially excited, as he is just now 
finding out about all the holidays. Karin now 40, remembers that party well. While talking of the 
Wilken family a few weeks ago she recalled the party and also had a photo of that special event. 
Erich Wilken was Santa Claus and on that picture Karin, with Hinrich in her arms, walked up to 
receive their tutes. Suddenly Santa left and someone fromn the audience had to come and give 
them their present. The Nazi hatred surfaced even at Christmas, when we should have had joyous 
celebrations. Karin recalls that Christmas party at the Hof very well, but did not feel that she was 
treated different, therefore she never noticed the event with Santa Claus. After all, they did get 
their treats, not from Santa himself, but from one of his helpers. 

Not until, perhap 10 years ago, did I explain the situation between the Steinmetz family and 
the Nazi Wilken family, and the dispute over the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. I purposely kept away from 
some of the “Third Reich events" from my children, as I did not want to let them know how my 
brothers and I were humiliated by our, so called, Nazi friends. I feared my children could in their 
later years, be hampered in making choices, because of what happened to us. I don't know if my 
actions were right or wrong, but I tried to protect our children from some of the hurts. 

Karin remembers some of the occurences from first grade, when most of the Nazi teachers 
had to be debriefed before they were allowed to stay in the teaching proffession. However, at her 
age, she never gave it much thought. 

Our two sons, Hans-Georg and Hinrich, asked why I kept so much information from them. I 
always believed children should be spared hearing about the selfishness and inhumane treatment 
of people between each other. My children school years were more pleasant than mine and the 
friendships among the students were sincere and longlasting. 

It was now 1966. The owner of the Alt-Steinmetz Hof, Lissi Wilken, has passed away. Lissi 
has, finally, accomplished her goal. Her son, Erich, who till now was renting the form will be the 
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heir of it in a few weeks, after the reading of her will. He'll be the new owner of the Hof, that almost 
allowed his mother to become a murderess. Erich Wilken must have inherited a lot of money as 
well, because he had very little and his credit at the bank was not that good. He planned to 
renovate the farm outbuildings and hired the best carpenters to do the job. Erich Wilken watched 
the workers very close and yelled at them when he didn't like what they were doing. His actions 
and the tone of voice probably are the residual from his* service time spent in the SS of Adolph 
Hitler's elite group. 

He had the best craftsmen of Etzel. I know, because in the spring of 1966 i started the first 
renovation on my house. After they finished at our place they contracted with Erich Wilken, at the 
Alt-Steinmets Hof. Everything should have run smooth and toward better times for the Wilkens, 
however, the farm kept going further in debt Erich Wilken's addiction to alcohol got much worse 
and bars became his second home mornings and afternoons. 

After the inheritance of the Steinmetz Hof., Erich Wilken was credit worthy at the bank, but 
he also was the cause of sending the farm into debt He was caught driving while under the 
influence of alcohol and lost his licence for one year. He was allowed to drive the tractor to work 
on the farm. It had to be very humiliating for him and his wife.Hertha, to arrive at different places 
on their little tractor. After he got his licence back, he became a very cautious driver and used his 
bike visiting the bars. 

The inheritance and the renovation of the Hofs outbuildings did not bring luck for the Erich 
Wilken family. His farm slowly was going under because of heavy debts. The bank tried to lend 
him money to stay in business, as long as he could offer the Hof as collateral. 

Since mid 1950, Etzel had an ordinance where farmers could borrow money at low interest 
The financial institutions required the loans to be paid back, in full, within 30 years. According to 
my figures the Alt-Steinmetz Hof had accrued approximately 1000DM per year, which Erich Wilken 
owes, because he was not able to make the payments as required. The farm continued to operate 
under heavy debt, but slowly he had to make changes. Rumors started to circulate that Erich 
Wilken was going under and is planning to sell the livestock and small machinery at an auction. 
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He was counting on a premium price to help with his financial dilemma. This was all in the 
beginning of 1980. An ad in our "Tageszeitung", daily paper, verified that Erich Wilken had to sell. 
The different parcels of his land were offered for lease. It wasn’t revealed, at this time, how much 
in debt the Wilkens put the Hof. 

Erich must think, that this cant be happening to him. Could this be punishment for what 
his mother did to the Steinmetz family during the Hitler Regime and right after the war? Erich often 
said, he wished he had never seen the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. Is he consuming so much alcohol 
because he has a guilty conscience? The whole Wilken family is on a “down hill” journey. His 
boyhood home, the Gaststatte (Inn), is managed by his nephew Uwe Wilken and it also has 
financial problems. He already tried to sell or lease the Gasthause several times, but no one 
showed interest, because it doesnt meet todays standards. In 1987, the latest news in Windeseile 
is that Erich Wilken passed out in a floral shop in Friedeburg and lapsed into a coma. He was 
transported by heliocopter to Nord West Hospital in Sanderbusch. He never regained 
consciousness and died 14 days later. His family shed some tears, but few Etzel people mourned 
his passing. He was buried in an eight grave plot only used by Alt-Steinmetz Hof families. The 
inscription on the plate said: “Final resting place of Familie Ferdinand Steinmetz*'. Not long after 
Erich Wilken's death that grave stone was removed and the inscription changed to read: ” Resting 
place of the Erich Wilken Family." Will he find peace in the Steinmetz grave? I think not, because 
an avid follower of Hitler doesnt belong in a plot, where for 250 years only Steinmetz Families 
found their last resting place. 

It must have been embarrassing for our Pastor, who knew the two families, Steinmetz and 
Wilken, and was aware of the dispute and hatred toward each other. Antonia and Alwine 
Steinmetz, the two teachers, were also buried in the Steinmetz Family plot How could the two 
ladies rest in peace, knowing the Wilkens, whom they fully supported in the cruel and shabby Nazi 
treatment of the Steinmetz? Did the Lord accept them into heaven? Our Pastor Ahlrichs probably 
could not answer that question. 
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My mother's health was gradually failing. She turned 90 years old in March 1987 and her 
body was breaking down. Our family doctor admitted her to the Nordwest Hospital in 
Sanderbusch. She got there when Erich Wilken fought to stay alive in the same hospital. When 
Sophie and I arrived that evening for a visit, a lovely young nurse took us aside and said not to get 
too upset when we see mother, as she isn't doing well. We appreciated her concern to prepare us 
for the shock. She also said mother had a friend there who also comes from Etzel. When I asked 
her for his name she replied, Reiner Wilken, a son of Erich Wilken, who is in a coma. 

She did not know that our families, Steinmetz and Wilken, did not get along. That changed 
quickly, when we visited mother the next day, she completely ignored us. I wondered what all she 
heard and who told her? I found out she was a child of divorced parents and that she was reared 
by her grandmother. She was known in the hospital as "Nurse Jutta". 

Now back to the death of Hitler hero, Erich Wilken. The big question arises: "What will his 
last Will and Testament reveal, when it will be issued four weeks after his death?" The Etzel . 
people predict his youngest son, Reiner Wilken will be named as sole heir of the Hof. Two 
generation of Wilkens have inherited the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. Reiner Wilken was not yet aware that 
he had just inherited a totally indebted Hof. 

My mother passed away 25 June 1988 at the age of 92. Pastor Blitz from Neustadt gadens, 
a substitute pastor, had the funeral. Our Pastor Ahirichs was on vacation when our mother died, 
so he came to visit us in mid July to express his sympathy. At this visit we talked about the grave 
of Pastor Ferdinand Steinmetz, who served the Etzel Congregation from 1781 -1819. As I see it, 
this grave and if s Steinmetz history, will completly vanish from the Etzel Church Congregation, 
because of the present owners of the Steinfrietz Hof. 

The deceased, Erich Wilken, was intered in the grave next to Pastor Ferdinand Steinmetz. I 
fear when Hertha Wilken dies, she too, will be buried in the grave plot of our namesake, Pastor 
Ferdinand Rudolph Phillip Steinmetz, born 16 Feb 1760 in Reepsholt, died 1819 in Etzel, 

(Steinmetz "Graveplate" 1781 -1819, also see page 46). He took over the Etzel pastorate at age 

21. A large memorial plate with a valuable inscription reminds us of his 38 years of faithful service 
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as Pastor. I presume, in the near future, all memories of the Steinmetz families and their history 
will be lost forever. The Wilkens goal was and still is, to eradicate everything that reminds us of 
their existence from 1700 -1900 and past the year 2000. 

Pastor Ahlrichs and I discussed many things while he visited in our house, but mainly we 
talked about the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. I did not keep secret about the Hof during Hitlers time and after 
the war. How we had to endure the degradation and humiliation in school. The lives of all our 
relatives, on both sides, were turned upside down. I spoke to our Pastor about my teacher, Mr 
Bermpohl, how he used to belittle us before our friends, but Pastor Ahlrichs was friends with 
Bermpohl and defended him. He was not interested what happened 43 years ago. Surely, no one 
can expect for me not to bring up events In my life, not even a Pastor. I am in the process of 
recording the Steinmetz history and must get information from ail kinds of sources. 

The latest news in Etzel is that, Reiner Wilken married nurse Jutta and live happily on the 
Hof. She probably doesn't know everything about their residence. 
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On this day, Friday, 24 Feb 1989, many Etzel citizens and I got an invitation to a meeting of 
the the Ev.-Luth. Congregation, it was about an extension of utilization rights to the graves that 
belong to my family. Since I had to wait to be called, I took that time to study the cemetery plots in 
detail. I reassured myself, that the grave of Pastor Ferdinand Steinmetz belonged to the former 
Alt-Steinmetz Hof, (now the Wilken Hof). After completion of the business at hand I used the 
occasion to mention the Pastor Steinmetz grave to our Pastor Ahlrichs. I asked if he could help 
me. I would like to purchase the Steinmetz cemetery plots, if possible, to assure a final resting 
place for the Steinmetz Generations. I am prepared to pay, whatever the asking price would be. I 
would like to finalize this transaction before the Wilken Family buries another member of their 
family. The Pastor said he probably could not change or delay a thing. I sensed a certain 
uneasyness while talking with him, but we continued our conversation. He said, he would be in 
retirement, when Pastor Steinmetz's grave would be needed. He knew, that as Pastor he should 
help preserve the Steinmetz gravesite for the Etzel Congregation. Pastor Ahlrichs made notes 
during our talk. He assured me that the Pastor Steinmetz Memorial plate with inscription will be 
preserved in the Etzel Church. I thanked him for his good idea. Another request had to come 
later.. 

Two weeks ago an event took place in Etzel, which deeply moved not only the Steinmetz 
family, but also many other people here and in the neighboring villages. Reiner and Jutta Wilken 
became the parents of a son in Jan 1989. The baby was baptized in Etzel church by Pastor 
Ahlrichs and named: Steffen Eric Steinmetz-Wilken. I again approached our Pastor, in behalf of 
the Steinmetz cemetery plots. He did not like to talk about this, and I understood fully how he felt, 
expecially since he and the Wilkens were good friends. I expressed curiousity about the Wilkens 
constant use of the Steinmetz name, which not so long ago was degraded and dragged through the 
mud. I wonder if the Wilken family is unsure of their right to own the Hof. By adding the Steinmetz 
name next to Wilken, makes them feel less guilty and more secure. I refer to the first will drawn up 
long ago by our ancestors of the Hof saying: As long as the name Steinmetz exists in Etzel, the Hof 
will retain that name and can only be inheited by Steinmetz family members. This legal document 
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must have been destroyed during Hitler's time. I could use a good lawyer today to investigate the 
case, but how could I persue such an investigation and have the finances to pay for the same? 

I can only repeat what my father often said after the war, "Unlawfully acquired property will 
not last past the third heir". He was against paying back wicked deeds with evil. My father was a 
good, just man who tried to live his life according to the bible's teachings. 

Pastor Ahlrichs was not able to give me easy answers. Perhaps he had not studied the 
blble well enough to challenge my opinions. My father and especially grandfather, Heinrich 
Steinmetz knew the bible by memory. Will Pastor Ahlrichs take action with the church council to 
retain the gravesite of Pastor Ferdinand Steinmetz for future Steinmetz families? It was his duty to 
confront the Nazi Wilken family and inform them of my wish. I do not think he'll take the time and 
energy to follow up on this matter. 

April 1990. An ad in our daily paper made us, Etzel citizens, suspicious. According to the 
paper approximately nine hectars of land is being offered for sale by commissioned notary. The 
question on everyones mind was, who in Etzel wants to sell? We soon found out that Reiner 
Wilken could no longer cover his fathers debts and the banks wanted to see some money. A Land- 
Debt-Clearing Law, in Etzel which requires the loan to be amortized within 25 - 30 years, already 
had the Wilken family of the Hof, owing the bank 30.000DM. The other debts of Reiner Wilken are 
in addition to that sum. A young married man, with a wife and one child to support, already has 
major problems. It was not easy to find a buyer to purchase the farm land. Farmers, who I 
assumed would be interested, wanted no part of the Hof. It was common knowledge, that the Hof 
caused constant trauma during the Nazi times and after the war for the Steinmetz families near and 
far. Finally, one farmer purchased the land. His name was Willi Frericks. He made most of his 
money from the pipeline extension, which went through his land. This financial boost made it 
possible for him to buy part of the Steinmetz Hof. 

The farm land did not bring the asking price for the Wilken family. Reiner Wilken's siblings 
wanted a part from the atained money. How much will be left after paying his big debt? He is 
being squeezed from all sides. His brother, Hanke Wilken and his sister Alwine Renken, nee 
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Steinmetz-Wilken separated from Reiner and live in tom circumstances. Alwine Renken also 
received the name Steinmetz at her baptism, at the wish of the two teachers, Alwine and Antonia 
Steinmetz. I don't know how much money was left to pay off his debts. 

It must have been nice for the whole Wilken clan to gnaw away at the beautiful Hof, which 
was acquired during the Nazi regime with the help of the two Steinmetz teachers. 

r 

The Alt-Steinmetz Hof hasn't brought much luck and happiness for the Wilken fmily. Reiner 
and Jutta Wilken had a second son, born in 1991. We wonder by what name the baby will be 
called. We'll find out in a few weeks at the baptism in church. Sure enough, the boy was named: 
Aiko Lbo Steinmetz-Wilken and Pastor Ahlrichs officiated at the baptism. I wonder what his 
thoughts were as he spoke the babies name? By rights, he should feel nauseous everytime he 
says the Steinmetz name. 

The child of Reiner and Jutta is innocent and cant be held responsible for if s parents 
actions. I wonder how that child will choose in 20 years! 

Will his parents tell him that his grandfather, Erich Wilken, was an avid follower of Hitler, 
belonged to the Fuhreris Elite Troups and was a member of the SS? Or will he be told of the two 
unmarried Steinmetz teachers, who owned the Hof, where they now live? That his grandfather 
inherited the Hof after their death. Reiner and Jutta probably will not tell their sons, that their great 
grandmother, Tante Lissi Wilken was a great Nazi personality in Etzel before, during and after the 
war. She tried every way possible to bring the Steinmetz family to their knees. Because of the 
legal decisions of the Supreme Court in Celle, Lissi Wilken's accusations in 1937-1938 against our 
family were declared "not valid". Will the boys be told how their great-grandmother, with her many 
Nazi connections, tried to send my brothers and I to the heavy fighting fronts, to prevent us from 
returning home. I wish for the children of Reiner and Jutta to have the oportunity,in twenty or 
thirty yearSjto read this information on how their parents aquired the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. 

We are now in 1992 and a very hectic and upsetting year for the Wilken family. The 
harmony on the Wilken Hof is gone. Reiner Wilken found himself a girlfriend. Reiner who works in 

the office of a slaughterhose in Schortens where he fell in love with a coworker. He and his wife 
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were separated some time ago and hardly exchanged words. He very seldom comes to see Jutta 
In Etzel. Most of his time is spent with his girlfriend. Reiners mother, Hertha, keeps close contact 
with her daughter-in-law to prevent her from leaving the Hof. 

Jutta and her children could move to stay with her aunt Her parents are deceased. She 

would like to divorce Reiner, but she is frightened of what he might do, as he has such a violent 

/ 

temper. He must have inherited this from his father, who often beat his wife for little or no reason. 
Hertha is concerned about her residence. Her son Reiner could put her out, because Erich Wilken, 
her late husband, named his son as sole heir of the Hof. One thing after the other is lost, that 
which was obtained with Nazi help and the help of the two teachers. 

Did Reiner think what a divorce from Jutta would cost him? After all, he would have to 
support two families, or doesn't he care? Is he so upset, because of the debts and family 
problems, that he can't think straight? Perhaps he Is trying to forget his problems by seeing his 
girl friend, who must not be aware of what is going on in his life. The Wilken family must admit that 
the Alt-Steinmetz Hof belongs to me and my brothers. Since my brothers are childless, one of my 
sons would be the heir and owner of the Alt-Steinmetz Hof. Our son, Hinrich, would welcome the 
challenge. He always showed interest in the Hof and would do a good job working the land. 

Antonia and Alwine Seinmetz must have been blind to allow the beautiful farm to go to the 
Wilken family. They never knew how to run the Hof properly. 

Its 1 Sept 1992. Reiner Wilken wanted to sell more land. Perhaps he needed money to 
impress his girlfriend. She must not have known the problems her Reiner was facing! I don*t 
know for sure if the land sold, as nothing was said to me. Perhaps they wanted to keep this sale 
quiet Some day we will find out The first sale created much flurry in Etzel, so Reiner might want 
to be more secretive this time. He knows the land was in Steinmetz ownership from 1760 -1960. 

We know Georg Heinrich Steinmetz was the Pastor of Etzel from 1763 to 1767, and 
Ferdinand Rudolph Phillip Steinmetz was Pastor in Etzel from 1781 to 1819. It's not possible to 
asceertaln for sure if Pastor Georg Heinrich Steinmetz, or later his son, Pastor Ferdinand R. Ph. 

Steinmetz, purchased the farm (Alt-Steinmetz Hof). 
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in the 17th century It was customary for ministers also to work farms on the side. The 
pastor's salary alone often was not enough to support a family. The Etzel Church had a rich 
congregation, so the pastors were happy to serve them, even though it had a smaller membership. 

The Reepholt congregation was comprised of six smaller villages, who could not support a 
pastor of their own. Pastor Georg Heinrich Steinmetz, later left the Reepholt church for that 
reason. 

Old church records show that each household in Etzel had to contribute to the up-keep of a 
pastor, in the form of natural provisions, according to the size of the farm. A middle size farm 
would probably be assessed a chicken; a small household a few eggs and a large farm a portion of 
a pig. This was a yearly contribution. 

Based on my findings, Georg Heinrich Steinmetz was bom in Etzel on 29 March 1784, a son 
of Pastor Ferdinand Rudolph Phillip Steinmetz. He was caretaker on the Alt-Steinmetz Hof in 

Riepen; in 1842. He was head farmer and deputy. 

/ 

Georg Heinrich Steinmetz died on 3 May 1844 in Etzel. He and his wife, Hilke Marie 
Steinmetz, nee Wessels from Horstens, were the first entry in the landregister of the Alt-Steinmetz 
Hof. They were married 12 May 1807 in the church of Horsten. After the birth of my great¬ 
grandfather Tjarck Steinmetz, 29 Aug 1910, Hilke Marie Steinmetz, nee Wessels died. Tjarck was 
one of triplets; the two other babies died soon after birth. According to my information they were 
quadruplets, but one wasn't fully developed, therefore the birth was registered as triplets. 

After the death of my great-great grandmother, Hilke Marie Steinmetz, my great-great 
grandfather married her sister. Assel Christine Wessel, bom 8 Feb 1791 in Horsten. She died in 
Etzel on 15 Mar 1842. 

Tjarck Steinmetz grew up on the Alt-Steinmetz Hof with several siblings. He married Anna 
Katharina Focken on 13 Aug 1941. She was bom 22 Nov 1817 and died 31 Dec 1897. 

After his marriage, Tjarck left the Alt-Steinmetz Hof and he and his young wife purchased a 
small farm, on which I now live with my family. I am the fourth generation to occupy this house. 

The house must have needed extensive repairs at the time of purchase and had to be fixed up 
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before it was liveable. Since a baby was to arrive soon and the house was not finished, it was 
born in a neighbors house. This created a small connection between the Alt-Steinmetz Hof and my 
birthplace. Because of a few greedy Nazi pigs the respect and the history of the past 200 years, 
for the two houses, were dragged through the mud. It would be impossible for Reiner Wilken to 
find happiness in this house. 

August 1992; Reiner Wilken went back to his wife Jutta. The new love did not last very 
long. The girlfriend might have found out more about the situation and wanted no part in that 
arrangement Reiners wife, Jutta, meanwhile became very good friends with his mother Hertha, 
who now will spend much time alone again. What must be going on with the three adults? How 
happy are the Wilkens on the farm (Hof). What do they expect from our loving god, whom they did 
not acknowledge for years? After 1945 everything changed. God and the people who preached 
God's message, were suddenly listened to and the church was again the center of the Nazi Wilken 
family. The time when the Pastors were laughed at and humiliated, is long forgotten. The church 
attendance and good relations with the pastors are carefully groomed. 

But where is God today, when they need him and where was he the last thirty years? I do 
not know how the Wilken's explain this, but according to my teachings they can't be Christians. 

We all live on this earth together under one sky, no matter in what direction the wind blows. The 
Wilkens will always march to the tune which suits them best, especially if there was something to 
be gained. If the Nazis should rise again, which the Steinmetz family hopes will never happen, the 
Wilkens would follow every flag with a “swastika". Reiner Wilken carries in him the best motives; 
his life and the conduct toward his family and his fellowmen. Some of the cruel methods of abuse 
he must have learned from his father. To think, that we might someday be ruled by the after-the- 
war generation, is frightening. 

When we watch the news on TV, or listen to the radio reports, we get scared to see and 

hear how many younger people believe in Adolf Hitler's teachings and are ready to march for his 

cause. I know from first hand experience what a dictatorship can do to a nation. In our world 

today, there would be no chance of survival. There always will be schemers and agitators against 
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the government, who wish for an Adolf Hitler in power. These people should have been cannon 
fodder on the front lines during the war, or been on a mine sweeper where any minute you could be 
blown to pieces. To take part in and witness war would change ones outlook on life and cause you 
to do everything in your power to assure a kinder world for your children. Even at age seventeen 
this would change your views. 

I now want to take a small detour to the Gasthof (Inn) of Lissi Wilken, whos grandson, Uwe 
Wilken managed the Inn. His grandmother, Nazi Lissi, left her marks in many places, and also 
with the grandson. The crimes against the Steinmetz family burdened Uwe Wilken, greatly, as late 
as 1992. Uwe must withstand heavy competition from a second Gaststatte, which started up in 
Etzel. The owners are the family of Helga Cordes (once Richard Ekhoff) who got ofF to a good start 
a few years ago. They added a hall to their house for parties. It almost left Uwe Wilken breathless, 
as many parties which before were booked with Uwe, now are held at the Cordes Inn. It has 
modern furnishings and a very good kitchen, which offers good meals at favorable prices to their 
customers. 

Uwe Wilken is basically a good person, who does not have the traits of his cousin, Reiner 
Wilken. Neither has he inherit the traits of his father, Herbert Wilken, nor those of his grandmother 
Lissi Wilken. It would be sad to see him have to close his business. 

Many Etzel residents wonder how he managed to make a living for him and his family, this 
long. He has a small clientel, and must often have extra money to upgrade certain utilities, like the 
bathroom facilities. I guess they (he and his wife) are aware of the situtation and must endure the 
hardships they inherited from other members of the Wilken family. His grandmother, Lissi Wilken, 
left many cruel memories, from her involvement in the Nazi party, which he must daily face. Her 
cold blooded nature that allowed her to eradicate people that stood in her way, so she later could 
get her hands on their wealth. 

As I write this our daughter, Birgit, presented us with a little grandaughter. She was bortn 
today, the 27th of September 1992. Her name is Joana Sophia, 49 cm long and weighed 2,670 

grams. She has a cute, tiny face and is a picture of health. We have six grandchildren, all girls 
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and we love them all very much. The Wilken family wished us a family of unfit offsprings, so that 
she could say, she was justified in trying to wipe out the Steinmetz family. Thank God, all our 
granddaughters are mentally sound and enjoy good health. The Steinmetz name will probably die 
out in the future. Our boys, each have two girls and do not wish to have more children. Our 
daughter, Birgit added the name Steinmetz to her name, when she was wed at the Justice of the 
Peace. Her name is now: Birgit Steinmetz-Hinrichs. We rejoyce in each future grandchild, boy or 
girl. The most important thing is that they are healthy. 

October 1992. The Alt-Steinmetz Hof portrtays lonelyness and quiet. Reiner his wife Jutta 
and his mother Hertha (children excluded) hardly speak with each other. It must be difficult to live 
in a family, where there is no order, only chaos. 

My wife Sophie and I visited the Etzel cemetery a few days ago. We wanted to place fresh 
flowers on the graves of my parents and grandparents. The grave plots of my birthhouse and 

those belonging to the Alt-Steinmetz Hof are side by side. It was a coincidence to see Hertha 

/ 

Wilken there decorating the grave of her husband Erich Wiklen, who was buried in the Alt- 
Steinmetz plot Is it not a shame to have an Ex SS member of Adolf Hitler's Elite group intered in a 
Steinmetz plot? I wonder what her thoughts were, as she stood on Steinmetz graves 200 years 
old! But we know Hertha is shameless. She should have, at least, chosen a grave farthest to the 
edge of the Steinmetz grave site. She should have given him a burial like those of other criminals: 
Song free and toneless, in a far corner of the cemetery. The Wilken family will never find peace in 
the Steinmetz graves. 

I would be elated to hear the pastor preach a sermon on the Steinmetz history, one Sunday, 
from the pulpit All the people of our small village would be awakened to think about what 
happened during the Nazi rule and how shabby the Nazi Wilken family treated the Steinmetz family. 
I think our family is worthy to have their dignity restored in a church service. People, who once 
believed in Hitler and gladly would pledge him their loyalty again, would have a chance to right the 
wrongs against our family. 
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The Steinmetz family almost has a 300 year traceable history. Beginning in Kirchberg, 
Esens, and then in Etzel, where the Steinmetz family enjoyed great respect from 1763 -1933. 

It not only has significance in Etzel. The family members, who immigrated to America in 
1830 haven’t lost any of that respect to this day. Doctors, Pastors and Professors by the 
Steinmetz name, reside in America, whos ancestors came from Etzel, Germany. The Steinmetz 
count was in the hundreds, when we visited America in 1990. Sophie and I met with many of our 
relatives. Visits and family parties were on our daily agenda, as we motored, by car, 4500 Km - 
through eleven states. It was wonderful to be the center of attention, as a guest, in the homes of 
our relatives. 

I sometimes had the feeling, that our family in Etzel was pushed deeply into the 
background by the National Socialists. If my teacher, Karl Bermpohl of Etzel, would not have 
switched over to the Nationalistic party, Pastor Ahlrichs would not be our minister in Etzel today. I 
was told in the first grade already, in 1932, to prepare myself to be a pastor. How would the Wilken 
family have conducted themselves? Adolf Hitler was not able to take away the belief in God from 
the people, completely, or close all churches. What would have happened if events, like I 
mentioned, came to pass? The Wilken family probably would have joined a clergyman, named 
Steinmetz. I wonder if Lissi Wilken would have been a good church member? Maybe, less greedy 
to take over the Hof? 

We all know, one thing turned out very wrong. My parents and other family members no 
longer possessed the courage or the strength, after the war, to bring about a favorable turn in the 
Alt-Steinmetz Hof situation. The ten year long war of nerves also attacked their health. The 
thought of the killed family members in the war left them weak and worn-out. With good and 
experienced criminal lawyers a conviction of the guilty was attainable. Lissi Wilken should have 
been made to stand trial. She then could have thought of the crimes, that she committed against 
the Steinmetz in connection with the Alt Steinmetz Hof. A court decision could have convicted 
Nazi Lissi Wilken and sent her behind bars for many years, but that never happened. She owes 
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Steinmetz family a debt of gratitude for not pressing the issue. As it was, she continued the 
harassment till the day she died. 


The teachers, Antonia and Alwine Steinmetz, aided Lissi Wilken in keeping the Hof from the 
ownership by Steinmetz descendants. 

4 November 1992. I recorded my memories from childhood till present as accurate as 
possible. From now on I'll stay alert and follow the remaining events of the Alt-Steinmetz Hof and 

will record the information for my relatives in America. 

Epilogue to this book: 

To all who read this book, may it be enough for an afterthought, 

Never again a Hitler! 

The persons listed below had an essential part in the preparation of this book: 

My Daughters: 

Birgit Steinmetz-Hinrichs 
Hilke Wackerfuss 

German-English Translations 
Irene Erika Paterline 
Typing and Formating 

Edward J. Paterline Jr. 
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grteinmetz 


Th® illustrated STEINMETZ CREST is officially documented in Riefstap Armorial General. The 

original description of the crest is as follows: 

"EC; AU 1 DE GU. A TROIS ETOILES D’OR; AU 2 D’AZUR AU LION D*OR; AU 
3 DE SA. A UNE TETE DE MORT D’ARG; AU 4 DE GU. A TROIS CROISETTES 
PATTEES D*OR." 

SHIELD DESCRIPTION: ’’QUARTER: 1) RED, THREE GOLD STARS; 

2) BLUE, ONE GOLDEN LION; 3) BLACK, ONE SILVER SKULL; 

4) RED, THREE GOLDEN KNIGHTS CROSSES” 

HELMET: "TWO BLACK WINGS" 
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Family Steinmetz 1993 



The Whole Family 
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